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My friend Monty Kim Cockrill, 


I met Kim Cockrill around the year 2014. Kim and I were volunteering at a homeless mission, 
where we often worked at the kitchen counter, serving meals to homeless men and women. 
Through our many conversations, I found Kim to be of high intelligence and well versed on 
subjects like history and politics, as well as being a Bible scholar. No matter what subject matter 
was being discussed, Kim had well-rounded knowledge of the background and events. Kim also 
loved books, and he often quoted directly from his current readings. In addition, Kim was an 
excellent sketch artist, where he did all the illustrations for my first publication, Guardians of the 
Backwater. This came about when I was working with the publisher on that book project and was 
initially told that their sketch artist would do all the illustrations. But, as the book was close to 
the final stages of editing, the publisher informed me that I had to find my own sketch artist. 
Subsequently, after sharing my publishing needs with Kim, he offered to do all the illustration 
artwork, helping me meet a 3-week publishing deadline! He was a trustworthy friend - always 
available for a phone call, and a true pillar of support. There were other challenges in life that I 
faced of a more personal nature, where Kim was always available to lend an ear. 

The Lord called Kim home in May 2023. 

Kim leaves behind quite a legacy. Iam certain that the number of people he touched is too 
numerous to count. Whenever we would go to a public event, he was always the one people 
wanted to talk to. He will be greatly missed, not only by myself but by so many whose lives he 
touched in a positive way. 

On a final note, Kim was a man of God’s Word and prayer. He carried a little book with him 
and would write down people’s prayer requests. And he was faithful to pray for them, as he knew 
that prayer was one of the foundations of the Faith. Kim was a brother in Christ, a humble man of 
prayer, a Bible scholar, a pillar of faith, and a faithful giver to help the church’s financial 
offerings. He had a remarkable walk with God. 

2 Cor. 6:16 “...as God hath said, I will dwell in them, and walk in them; and I will be their 
God, and they shall be my people.” 

Kim was working on the illustrations for this book when the Lord called him home. He will be 
greatly missed. 


Author 


Andrew Smith 


What a blessing it was to have Kim as part of my congregation for so many years of his life. 

James, the brother of Jesus said in scripture that "a double-minded man is unstable in all his 
ways." Later on in chapter 4, James explained "so let God work His will in you. Yell a loud no to 
the devil and watch him make himself scarce. Say a quiet yes to God, and He'll be there in no 
time. Quit dabbling in sin. Purify your inner life. Quit playing the field. Hit bottom and cry your 
eyes out. The fun and games are over. Get serious, really serious. Get down on your knees before 
the Master; it's the only way you'll get to your feet. (The Messenger version) 

In other words, like Jesus said, "no man can serve two masters" and Brother Kim definitely did 
not serve two masters. His single mindedness was obvious in every aspect of his life. 

It seemed as though his only thought was to serve, as a servant, to others and what he could do 
to benefit or assist, never supposing anything in return for that service. 

His entire life left an indelible image of positivity, with his heart's desire, to see Christ formed 
in you, the hope of glory. 

To us, Kim's most precious attribute was his melody of Bible verses. The Psalmist said "While I 
live will I praise the Lord: I will sing praises unto my God while I have any being." That he did! 

Kim was constantly singing scripture, always finding the good in people, always smiling. 

One song in a nutshell: 

Lord, You are the Words and the Music. You are the Songs that I sing. You are the Melody. You 
are the Harmony, praises to You I will sing. You are the Mighty God, You are the Lord of Lords. 
You are the King of all kings. Now I return to You, the songs that You gave to me. You are the 
Song that I sing. 


Thank you Lord for Brother Kim. 


The Lord's Best, 


Pastor Robert and Mrs. Connie Roberson House of Prayer; Pentecostal Church of God East 
Wenatchee, Washington 


Monty Kim Cockrill - a man of the Word. Monty Kim always desired to share his life as it 
pertained to his fellowship with His Lord. Being an avid reader, Monty Kim and I would spend a 
lot of time sharing and discussing a myriad of subjects that interested both of us. 


Monty Kim was a graphic artist - a subject we would speak about, as my brother is also a 
graphic artist. He was always someone who was easy to talk to and someone in whom we enjoyed 
each other’s company. 


Monty Kim worked for me for some time ,and I would relieve him from his third shift duties, 
and I came on to first shift. As we switched shifts, we would spend some extra time sharing 
common interests, but mostly Biblical subjects. 


All in all, Monty Kim was a very interesting man whom I am very glad to have had the joy of 
getting to know. 


David Dick 


Iam glad that Kim Cockrill was a believer of God and he came to church when he could, and 
everybody enjoyed having him come. Seeing him and having him was so wonderful. He took good 
good care of his mom. 


Love, Ron 


Monty Kim Cockrill, a man who changed the course of our lives and helped set us on our paths 
to Christ. Our beloved brother and friend who our Lord knitted into our hearts was one of God's 
greatest blessings to our family. Not a day has passed, nor will pass, where our hearts don't yearn 
to hear his voice and see his shining face smiling back at us. Monty was a saint but he never 
claimed he was not a sinner saved by the blood of Jesus. His humility, graciousness, love, wisdom, 
patience, and mercy were always credited to the Lord with much praise and thanksgiving. For 
each moment we shared together, whether in song, in the Word, discussing history or great 
classic movies, listening to stories from his hippie days, singing Turkey in the Straw, Oklahoma!, 
the theme song to Rawhide, or hymns longforgotten in so many churches today, watching him 
unpack just the right book from his backpack, or giving him a double hug, we will treasure them 
all until we see him again. Through physical suffering, emotional anguish, the loss of his dearest 
friend Joel, moves across the country, the joy of having five Pekinese, a seven year war with his 
wife of thirty-two years, gunshots in his home, giving up coffee for the Lord, countless hours of 
prayer via telephone, and an over 200 push up per day record, he gave all glory and honor to 
God. You knew how deeply loved you were by both Monty Kim and the Lord when you parted his 
company. 
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Nestled into the center of this Northern activity is the center of all business 
and commerce, the Crane Lake City Hall. Headed up by a mayor, the City Center 
building has a staff of around forty-five employees. The mayor, Andrew King, is 
the central hub of the whole operation, making all the decisions on hiring and 
firing. He has an executive secretary, as sharp as a box cutter, Rose Bussey. 
When other employees come to the mayor’s desk with requests, she usually 
confirms their needs verbally, and before they finish a sentence, cognitively and 
experientially, she processes volumes through her mind about the regular 
operations of the city; in split seconds! 

One city employee came to her desk to note, “I noticed that the water faucet 
in the women’s bathroom is sticking.” 

And before she finishes, Rose speaks up, “It sticks for exactly forty-five 
seconds and then shuts off, but I’ll update the maintenance department to put it 
on the must-do list.” 

Thanks to Rose, their list is longer than they could ever think of tending to on 
a given day. Many of the regular employees are amazed at her grasp of even the 
common elements of the City Center, knowing exactly who to contact via e-mail 
by the tips of her fingers; something can be routed, re-routed, delivered, 
repaired or simply ‘taken care of’ in a matter of seconds! But Rose can be a 
Berlin Wall to people who are challenged in the art of patience. One man came to 
her desk one day with a complaint regarding how the city had missed sending 
him his annual business permit. However, permits are not in Rose’s usual job 
description, as visitors are routed to Her desk when the lady at the permit desk, 
Jillian Roska, is out running errands. 

The man, about to lose his patience, is upset and angry that he will have to 
pay for two years in a row to bring his permit up to date; he barks, “This is 
ridiculous, why do I have to pay for last year, when it was you guys that screwed 
up. Oh yeah, thanks for putting our permit renewal notice in the local paper ... 
but I don’t read the stupid newspaper!” 

The raising of a patron’s voice is all that Rose needs to hit the panic-button 
under her counter. The panic button is hot-wired directly down the hallways, 
through the capital-like rotunda, and straight into the police desk. “Brrr, Brrr” 
went the buzzer, highlighted by a red blinking light above the police desk. 

The police records secretary, Fanny Shaw, notices the alarm light and turns to 
the nearest available officer who just walked through the rear office door; “Hey! 
That’s the panic button at the mayor’s desk ... can you go down there and see 
what’s the problem?” 

Officer Max Branca jumps to attention with adrenaline shooting through his 
veins like hot metal, and carries his six-foot-two, two hundred and seventy-five 
pound frame out the hallway police door; striding at a full gate down two 


hallways, through a marble floor rotunda to Rose’s main desk. He spots a man 
with a red face leaning over the counter, clearly violating Rose’s personal space. 

Max walks right up next to the man to clarify, “Is there anything that I can 
help you with?” 

The man, shocked that he is upstaged and outgunned, straightens up and 
nervously remarks, “Ah, no, ah, I was just here to make my usual business permit 
payment.” 

Rose speaks up, “That will definitely be ninety dollars; forty-five for each 
year....” 

The man speedily produces the amount in cash and hands it over to Rose. He 
comments, “I’m happy, are we all happy?” 

Rose hands him his receipt with the new annual permit printed on bright- 
yellow paper. The man turns on his heels, nods to Max, and picks his feet up all 
the way down the hall while slipping by other patrons out the main entrance 
doors, not saying another word. 

Officer Branca turns to Rose and jokes, “I’m happy ... are you all happy?” 

Rose, Officer Branca and the city attorney, who had overheard the discussion 
from his office, share a resounding laugh together. 

“Yes,” Rose admits out loud, “we’re all happy he’s gone!” They continue to 
share laughter and some related comments about the incident for a few minutes. 

There are similar occurrences that happen almost daily that make city hall a 
satisfying daily chore for the working staff; you just never know what unusual 
circumstance might walk through the door. One day it’s an impatient patron, 
another it is a homeless man taking a bath in the public bathroom, getting water 
and soap everywhere. Another day, it’s someone with an angry complaint at the 
city desk about a neighbor’s yard being full of garbage. 

“Some people just have to have something to complain about!” Rose once 
admitted to another city employee after one of these patrons filed their verbal 
“toilet paper shortage” complaint at her desk. 

She remarks, “It’s not that we are running out of toilet paper, sometimes 
people just steal it! We should have a toilet paper dispenser machine in the 
restroom that they can’t break into.” 

The city center is more than just a place where people work. After one is 
employed as a city employee, they learn after time, to let their hair down, as so 
many have done; some going over-board, not even wanting a rescue. It is much 
like becoming a part of a big family. And then, every department has its own sub- 
family where there is at least the semblance of personal support. If one worker 
gets “sick,” others will gladly and without complaint chip in; knowing that their 
day will come to be “ill,” for they know how important it is to have their “sick” 
days when they need them! There are limits though, some city employees 
conveniently take their sick days around the holidays to get extra days off to 
spend with their families. All agree, if everyone does that, they may as well just 


close the whole city building down for the holidays! Employees who take 
advantage of holiday sick days often are given funny looks when they return. Or, 
as in one case, one habitual ‘sick day’ employee had her long Fourth of July 
break extended permanently with a pink slip when she returned, even topped 
with a supervised police escort out of the building when she complained. In 
addition, if someone is employed for an open position who will not bond with 
other workers in his or her department, they are also shortly given the pink slip 
before they complete their trial period. And that, for well-thought-out reasons 
that even the best personal attorney cannot ford—much akin to crossing the 
Rubicon. 

The city offices occupy one long wing of the building, and the police and 
court are through the capital-like rotunda and down another long hallway. The 
police department is a group of sixteen employees who work regular shifts, while 
another group of four employees work part-time serving parking tickets and 
arrest warrants, and court summons. Working inside the Crane Lake Police 
Department, most would expect it to have a sterile, professional demeanor, most 
of the time — but that is not at all the case, as jokes, jests and practical jokes 
reign all the time! So much so, that it seems necessary, by unofficial permission 
of Chief Fedo, at least some humor be allowed. This to create an environment 
that makes their police work tolerable, and most effective — as it should be. 
Officer Branca once commented to a police department visitor, “We’re the refuse 
collectors, and the court recycles the offenders!” And, when the time comes for 
these officers to get serious, usually about the same time the police radio blurts 
out a criminal code for an event; they jumped into action, walking out the back 
door to a police vehicle, with the engine already running. And, with a calm sense 
of duty, effectively tracking down criminals with sometimes scant descriptions; 
they are excellent in pursuit! But, while they are out doing their police work, the 
records secretaries, Fanny Shaw and Zoe Wright, hold down the fort by acting 
certifiably crazy! 

Oftentimes, when the public appears at the police window, they expect to 
experience a somber atmosphere of government doing business. But instead, 
what they witness is ongoing laughter flowing between two secretaries, their 
desks just inside the main police window. To add to the amusement of laughter, 
the officers entering the office fresh from their street beats send out jests, 
blowing off steam. Zoe once said, “The only time the officers compliment me on 
my looks is on April Fool’s Day!” 

One ongoing joke of Fanny and Zoe’s is to play with miniature toy cars, a 
game they set up on a break-room table following any traffic incident. Here they 
arrange the toy cars on the table in a mock depiction of what happened, getting 
their up-to-date information from an accident report an officer hands to them to 
record. In one accident, over five vehicles were involved, including a farm 
tractor; the lead offender that caused the accident as it drove slowly down the 


state highway. Fanny and Zoe set this accident scene up so perfectly on the table, 
including the purchase of a miniature farm tractor from the local farm store! 
What really makes the grade on these accident mock-ups, is the eventuality that 
one of the officers gets into an accident with a patrol car. Here they love to 
display their miniature police car crashing into another with the battering-ram 
front bumper! This is the way that people in high stress jobs work out their 
salvation. 

One officer, Alicia George, who is the force’s only woman, did a whole shift 
unaware that another officer had placed a magnetic pizza delivery sign on the 
top of her car. Upon returning her car to the department’s garage after her shift, 
the mechanic on duty points it out to her, half-bent over with outbursts of 
laughter. Totally embarrassed, and determined to get even, it will take her 
unofficial personal investigation days to discover who the culprit is. And then, it 
will be herturn to arrange a tit-for-tat, and creatively mess up the culprit 
officer’s shift. Her snooping scores a hit when she discovers the skunk is Officer 
Congdon. I‘ll get him real good, she plans in her mind. He can never comprehend 
what I am capable of! Later, she gets all her plans ready to invade Officer 
Congdon’s desk space. Stealthily she stops by the police station, when he is out 
working on a call, and places a pile of fake dog poop on his chair (foaming 
chocolate pudding), and then stacks up a bunch of empty boxes around it asa 
barricade. Then, she takes police tape and cordons off his whole office space, so 
he cannot use his desk at all when he returns to the station to write reports for 
his shift. 

On her exit to the back door, she glances at Fanny and whispers, “This never 
happened.” Fanny deviously giggles and waves her hands in the air. 

Now, Fanny can be a devious one, but no officer is safe in the presence of 
Zoe. Often, officers will sit in the police department on their breaks and make 
comments on how the progress of their day is going. Officer Max Branca is 
working on some paperwork when his cellular phone begins to ring, and before 
he can answer it, it is sent to the mailbox. 

With frustration, he says, “Ah shoot, I just missed a really important call!” 

Zoe with her quick wit comments, “Yeah, that was probably your massage 
therapist!” 

Everyone in the office starts to chuckle, embarrassing Officer Branca, who 
tries to recover, saying, “Oh, that was a girl I just started to date recently.” 

Zoe sees another opportunity, like a bright light on a distant hill ... “Hey Max, 
why not give us a name so we can look her up on Face Bark.” 

Max tries again to recover some decency, giving a back-to-you comment, 
“Why would I do that? So you can find out if you know any of her friends and 
blab around about her?” They all laugh out loud together. And that, is a typical 
afternoon shift at the Crane Lake police station. 

The grand finale of Zoe and Fanny’s deviousness occurred after Officer 


Congdon crashed his police cruiser into a light pole during a police chase. But 
that was only part of the crash, for when the light pole surrendered its base to 
the battering ram on the front of the cruiser, it took a dive down on the hood of a 
vehicle waiting for a traffic light, crushing the front of the car. It was a couple of 
days after this incident when Zoe and Fanny made a purchase — a toy police car. 
Before Officer Congdon arrives, they are preparing the toy car for his viewing 
pleasure — tearing off a door and crunching the bumper. As a master artist, Zoe 
makes scratches down the side of it and mounts it to a small board. Then they 
create with a label-maker, a homemade award plaque sign which announces in 
bold letters, Public Safety Award, Best Driver of the Year. It is carefully displayed 
on Officer Congdon’s desk where he will enjoy it, like a flashing Hollywood 
billboard sign. To everyone’s amazement, Officer Congdon just plays along with 
the humor and leaves it displayed for the next several weeks. During this time, 
any offender he has in for an interview after an arrest sees it too, not daring 
enough to ask any questions! 

Now, when it comes to performing real police work, a criminal investigation 
is much more serious. In one such case, someone calls the station and reports 
that someone had shot a deer inside the city limits and had professionally “V” cut 
the horns off the head with a saw, leaving the deer on the side of the road with 
its bloody head looking straight out at passing traffic! It was a thoughtless, 
gruesome sight. 

Officer Congdon takes the call and does the best on the spot investigation he 
can. He interviews a neighboring resident, concluding, “This is one investigation 
that’s in my sights!” The resident has a vehicle description of the offender, a 
junked-out red pick-up truck. 

He matter-of-factly says, “How many junked-out red pick-ups can be in this 
town anyway,” as he lays his report on the sergeant’s desk at 4 p.m. at the close 
of his shift. 

The police sergeant looks up with bloodshot and stress-blackened eyes 
saying, “No problem, I always pass these dead deer cases over to the Fish and 
Wildlife people anyway, stupid redneck! If he had just walked a thousand yards 
up the road and shot the deer, this would be a county issue. Instead, he’s going 
to get the fish and wildlife people right up his rear end and that old buck he shot 
will bite him in the ass! Fish and Wildlife officers will confiscate his junked out 
old truck, his rifle, his dog and cat! I always send this stuff over there, as they 
get the job done! If we handle it, he will just get a fine for shooting his gun off in 
the city limits. Fish and Wildlife know how to catch a buck snatcher; they set up 
a buck deer decoy on a nearby hillside and spend a couple of hours a night 
listening for gunshots broadcast to them by a microphone in the decoy’s head. By 
the time the guy walks up and figures out that he just shot a decoy of Bambi, 
they have people out there to grab his truck, and his gun! The ones they really 
want are these yokels that shoot deer for antler collectors.” 


Butted up against the police station, and in the same hallway, are the 
municipal court offices. A courtroom is at the termination of the hallway as it 
spills into the rotunda at the building center. The interoffice family atmosphere 
here is more mature, it must be! The municipal judge is in the office on court 
days, having little tolerance for any ‘funny stuff.’ Even when he is not present, 
the two women who run the office, Judy, the court’s office manager and Grace 
the fine collections clerk are friendly and pleasant, even with the janitor. Court 
days are a full schedule, and busy, where Judy will spend most of the day with 
the judge in the courtroom shuffling files, as Grace runs the collections window 
for people to pay their fines after the judge imparts their grievous, by-the-book, 
sentences. One unusual event that happened recently at court was a man 
summoned to stand before the judge for his misfit behavior — beating another 
man to a pulp in a city park because the man made an inappropriate innuendo 
toward his female friend. Following the court proceedings, the judge was sharing 
his court docket information with Grace: “When I called him, he stood up and 
cussed me out with a string of gutter slang. He got his fine alright, along with 
contempt of court fine and thirty days in jail! He said I wasn’t fit to be a judge, 
but he found out I was fit enough to throw him in jail!” One courtroom detail that 
the public is unaware of, is a little personal joke that the judge plays on 
offenders. Sitting on top of the wood framing directly before the judge’s Bema 
Seat, is a name plaque facing the courtroom audience with his name on it, Judge 
Ephraim Cramer. But on the side facing him is a cartoon character, Delmar Pudd, 
the one who carries a shotgun, dressed in his hunting outfit, and who likes to 
chase varmints around in his cartoon world! This is just a little secret humor for 
Judge Ephraim to help him with his high stress job of giving sentences to 
offenders; who, following one of his sentences, must march over to the 
collections window and see Grace to pay fines that crush them financially. 
Woefully, most of his audience of ‘offenders’ is poverty-stricken, and he knows it. 
But he must still perform his job of applying the legal fine of the statute from the 
sentencing guidelines manual; a copy is loaded into his courtroom laptop, which 
he has sitting in front of him at every hearing. The cartoon helps him relieve a 
little stress as he slams the gavel, for the gavel is secretly in his mind, Delmar 
Pudd’s cartoon shotgun! Following one of these fines being applied to an 
offender in the thousand-dollar range — one bankrupt man, after paying what he 
could at Grace’s bulletproof window — is so upset that he turns toward the 
hallway window and thrust his fist through the glass, tearing the flesh and deeply 
cutting his hand. 

Grace hits the interoffice button on her phone for the police desk, and 
shrieks, “Send an officer over to the court window, there’s a man out of control in 
the hallway, he cut himself up really bad!” 

Zoe, the records secretary who answers at the police desk, speaks to Officer 
Congdon, “Disorderly up the hallway at the collections window, I'll call for an 


ambulance, he’s bleeding!” 

Congdon jumps into action and rushes out the hallway door and down to the 
court area where the man is holding his bloody hand - the broken window having 
sprayed glass dust and shards all over the carpet. The man is in too much agony 
and pain to resist, as Officer Congdon states, “Just wait, we have a medical unit 
coming. What’s your name?” 

“Anson Wood,” he replies. 

Within minutes, the ambulance arrives and treats Anson’s hand. Congdon 
rides along with him in the ambulance, the offender badly in need of multiple 
stitches. 

Following all the action, Timber Svendal the janitor, begins sweeping up the 
mess of glass and vacuums up any remaining glass dust. Next, he goes to the 
dumpster to dispose of the glass he just vacuumed up. He shakes the vacuum 
bag out in the dumpster, and accidentally inhales some of the glass dust, or, so 
he suspects. For the next several hours he is paranoid, with a crippling panic 
attack — his thoughts dominant over the slight possibility of some glass possibly 
entering his lungs. But, as it turns out, it is just a sinus allergy to plain old dust, 
which is only a minor irritation to his breathing; his lungs clearing up in a half- 
hour. For the time being, though, he just sits in the break room, coughing 
carefully into a tissue, looking for any possible blood stains. He made a few 
promises to himself in the process, helping him to build a closer walk with God. 

“Crane Lake is a functioning city in the United States of America, but, the 
federal government, at the same time, is dis-functional. Everyone is aware of the 
huge budget deficits that the government has created, which can someday 
become unmanageable and take the rest of the economy and nation down with it. 
And there is the out of control foreign policy with countries like North Korea, 
Russia and China, that are becoming more threatening by the day. China holds 
trillions of dollars in American treasury bonds, and one day will require a 
reckoning and settlement — much in the same way that an average citizen sues 
another in small claims court for a judgement. That judgement demand will soon 
appear in writ, everyone knows, America will be sued and will have to pay China 
back!” The mayor confides to his finance director, Doc Boyd, as they are sharing 
a cup of coffee on a break, “Then, China will cash all our nation’s treasury bonds 
in, demanding our property in return. And up the narrow railroad tracks, our 
Russian friends are simply not predictable ... our foreign policy in Europe, 
building up regional missile defense shields, keeps stepping on their toes. With 
them, it’s all about power control, as they do not want America to tell them how 
to share influence in Eastern Europe or the Middle East. They simply do 
whatever they want, and won’t tolerate any American pressure, which is scary. 
Look what they did so boldly when they took Crimea away from Ukraine ... we 
don’t even know what North Korea is up to.” 

Another city employee who is just as informed on current issues, is Hamilton 


Morrow of the city council. “War is coming,” Hamilton Morrow informs some of 
the other council members at a council meeting that night. It is hard for most of 
them not to respect this man’s political opinions, as he is former CIA and knows 
a great deal about the inner workings of the government. “Sometimes what the 
newspapers say and what Washington actually does behind the scenes are two 
highways moving in opposite directions. The whole idea is to deceive the public 
to make them think everything is OK ... just go shopping, they said after the 9/11 
attacks!” Morrow adds. 

One of the other council members relates, “Sometimes I just feel like a fly 
stuck to flypaper way up here in Northern Minnesota. It’s like, what can we do 
here about Washington decisions?” 

Morrow whispers back, “You’re correct, there isn’t much we can do here in 
Minnesota as Washington is being controlled by an evil cabal. What we can do, is 
make plans to save our own skin.” For the most part, the city council and the city 
offices are more than satisfied to have Hamilton Morrow as a part of their 
functions. He will alert them occasionally on United Nations programs that 
sound good but are mainly just “tools to take away American sovereignty.” One of 
these is the Agenda 21 program, which became an official United Nations policy 
way back in 1992. Morrow once exclaimed, “It has more Marxist tentacles to it 
than Lenin’s stiff, preserved toes.” He cites an article: 

Agenda 21 originated from a report in 1987 authored by Gro Harlem 
Brundtland V.P. of the World Socialist party. Its agenda is to integrate economic, 
social and environmental policies, to achieve reduced consumption, social equity, 
and the preservation and restoration of biodiversity; the policy purports that 
national sovereignty is a social injustice, all of this is part of what the UN 
policy refers to as sustainable development.[1] 

“Did you know that Lenin is still in a state of preservation that people can 
walk by and view?” Morrow asks them and continues, “Then there is another 
local program that really scares me called the Wildlands Project, which could 
affect our area.” He cites another article: 

Public, Private partnerships are created, with the private getting help from 
the government in the form of tax breaks and grants, and using the government’s 
powerful right hand of eminent domain.[2] This forcing sustainable development 
U.N. policies on the backs of ranchers with water and grazing rights, limiting the 
use of pesticides, and changing the definition of wetlands. These UN policies can 
force the farmer or rancher out of business — causing the farmlands and ranches 
to fall into the hands of the Federal Government, even though some of these land 
use rights are eons old![3] 

“Cronyism is also a political philosophy in Washington, as we have seen 
playing out multiple times in Western states; where politicians use the power of 
the federal government bureaucracy to attempt the seizure of private lands, 
lumping them into huge federally controlled reservations to later deal them out 


to PPPs, or public, private partnerships. This is done for many reasons, one of 
which could be ... simply to create green space for roaming habitat. It’s an 
unconstitutional land-grab coming to your local county.” Morrow finalizes. 

Unfortunately for Mr. Morrow there is another city council member, Vito 
Dixon, who is pro-Agenda 21, pro-Washington D.C., pro-United Nations and any 
other federal programs that come down the pike. Vito shakes hands with anyone, 
anytime, who will help him to advance politically and feed his ‘under-the-table’ 
agreements — usually accompanied by an envelope of greenbacks. Vito is as 
corrupt as a politician can abide, sharing favors with anyone who can “keep a 
secret.” 

“Just help me locate the faucet, and I’ll turn it on for you,” he prides to one of 
his cronies over coffee at the Northern Pike Café one afternoon. 

“If you’re serious about making some rea/ money, I’ll share some plans with 
you from the planning department, I have a contact there.” 

Indeed, Vito has a contact in every city department through just one person: 
the janitor, Timber Svendal. Who, working evenings in empty management 
offices, has visual access to every desk, and anything lying out in the open! 

Vito smirks, “You bring the cash to the table and I will get the specific 
development information for you. You just buy up all the property around where 
they are planning a new development and make huge profits — but don’t forget 
how I helped you.” 

This is the way Vito Dixon does his daily chores, right on the backs of the 
local taxpayers. Ultimately, they pay for all the illegal favors Mr. Dixon is famous 
for: like increasing prices on the claimed development property, after his cronies 
sell their land parcels back to the city. Hamilton Morrow always suspected Dixon 
to be crooked, which is one of the reasons that he never makes any effort to 
shake hands with him. Dixon’s perks, a lavish home and luxury car, put an 
exclamation mark on the humble salary he receives from the city for his ‘hard- 
working’ council position. 

“How does two thousand dollars a month as a council member turn into two 
hundred thousand dollars a year? The kind of people that he shares time with 
around town show all the possibilities of his true efforts for the city — to make 
his friends rich and the rest of us slaves.” Morrow confides once to a close 
associate, Harry Walker, a friend from the CIA years. 

Hamilton is also very suspicious of improvements made on the surrounding 
roadways of Dixon’s expensive development projects where roads are repaired 
all around the development, it appears, at no cost to him or the city! What 
Hamilton is unveiling, is that Dixon has received money from a mafia- owned 
casino in the neighborhood in cash favors to pay for the project; a private road 
construction company being hired to do the work, agreeing to take cash 
payments from Dixon from his pool of under-the-table “contributions.” Work on 
the road project is done on weekends to further shadow the project from city 


scrutiny, no paperwork ever being recorded. There is some discussion 
transpiring amongst key players in the Public Works offices, but who complains 
about free roadway repairs anyway! 

“Just look the other way,” says Billy Beck, the Public Works Director to his 
secretary Susan Hendrilkut. 

Susan is seen throughout the day holding her head, requesting to go home 
early to take medicine for a tire-iron migraine headache from the information 
overload. Dumping crooked money onto the streets just makes me sicker than a 
dog! She complains to her shadow. But, like many other city workers caught in 
such a position, her job means more than whistleblowing will accomplish. Jf I 
didn’t have such a large mortgage on my house to pay, I would blow the whole 
deal down to the newspaper editor! She reasons. 


> 


Now no city hall is exempt from the strange cast of characters: namely, the 
test-tube public! There are always a few who will walk into Crane Lake City Hall: 
one is shaved in the temple area of his head, indicating that he possibly has been 
treated for electroshock therapy at the state psychiatric hospital at Deer Lake. 
He frequently walks the hallways of city hall with a handful of notes on paper, 
shuffling them nervously. Occasionally, he stops at the service counter, jotting 
down a few things with a serious look on his face. Then, he walks right up to the 
city desk and yells out loud, “service!”, then rings the bell. Following this 
exchange, he drops one of his handwritten notes on the city desk, scurrying out 
of the building. Susan Hendrilkut of public works one day received one of his 
famous notes. 

She recalls, “My goodness, I read the first sentence, and it made absolutely 
no sense at all — it was about a bird flying high in the sky, while the next 
sentence was about a trip to Deer Lake Psychiatric Hospital and an angry doctor. 
The third sentence was about his not being able to pay his rent, saying, you’re 
responsible because of heavy taxes on my beer and cigarettes! This guy is 
somebody we have to watch every minute, you never know what he will be 
drafting.” 

There are other regular visitors of the library, located inside the main 
entrance of City Hall, who are unusual. One, having Tourette syndrome, will stop 
in the hallway and stomp, turn in a circle, and wave his hand in the air at an 
unseen persecutor. Then he will wiggle his leg, stamp the floor, and make deep 
gullet sounds. City employees tolerate him with a whole lot of patience. 

However, the other library patrons are not so patient: one of whom became 
so distracted by his continual blowing of his nose while he sat at the library 
computer, that she walks over to the police desk to complain, “There is an 
unstable man sitting next to me blowing his nose like a trumpet player.” 

Officer Alicia George takes the complaint and walks over to the library to 


observe. She first casually observes from the hallway and views the distracting 
noise of the nose trumpeter. 

Then she walks in and asks the librarian,“Is this man at the computers 
creating a disturbance?” The librarian looks up with eyes that spell, help! 

“What is your time limit on the computers?” Alicia asks with a blinking-eye. 

The librarian admits, “Well, today we are busy, so I will adjust the time limit 
to thirty minutes ... he has been there for thirty-three.” 

Alicia George then confronts the trumpeter at the computer and probes, 
“How long are you planning on using the computer? The time limit is thirty 
minutes.” 

He looks up, and becoming aware of the librarian’s time commitment says, 
“Uh, just a couple more seconds to log out of my e-mails.” 

Alicia returns to the librarian and quietly whispers, “Just two more minutes of 
time-torture.” Alicia then takes the opportunity to catch up on local gossip with 
the librarian while she waits for the disturbance to clear. The librarian knows 
everyone in town, so it is not necessary to read the library’s posted copy of the 
local newspaper, you just asked her. She can, at any time, start her own local 
online version of a news outlet with the juiciest gossip to rival the lives of the 
Hollywood stars. Alicia gets a news update far beyond the local newspaper 
headlines in just a matter of minutes — long after the disturbance had left the 
library to sit in the City Center’s comfortable lobby; taking a more private lounge 
chair, where he continues his wiggling and trumpet snorts. 

Alicia returns to her desk in the police department, where she can await 
another local distress call and work on paperwork. “This is the fourth report I 
have had to fill out today. I don’t know why I just don’t go over and work for the 
county sheriff’s department, where there is more pay and less paperwork!” Alicia 
complains. 

The city also has its own self-certified street preacher who carries a regular 
evangelistic service weekly, every Thursday morning on a downtown corner, 
preaching to the highest heavenly choirs a fiery sermon. It is hard to grasp some 
of his message, though, as he bears a slight speech impediment, causing him to 
slur some of his consonants and spit! He is known by the local business 
merchants as the “Tower of Babel!” One merchant proclaims, “If he doesn’t scare 
the tourists away, he’ll surely knock down a few devils.” Downtown shoppers 
request police on days he gets quite theatrical. They attempt to reason with him 
about calming down. 

Officer George arrives at curbside and states out the window, “This is a 
business area, why don’t you go down to the city park where you won’t disturb 
commerce?” 

Officer George later admits to a business merchant, “We can’t get him to stop 
unless he is actually breaking a law!” 

There is discussion, however, at city council meetings of strengthening the 


“noise ordinance” to squelch the street preacher’s agitations, but with most of 
the city population heavily evangelical, it just will not pass. So, Jeremiah the 
street preacher continues, to the frustration of the downtown business council. 
Another element that developed from all of this brawl, and which caught the 
downtown business community by surprise, is — the wrath of God! While 
Jeremiah is preaching up a storm on a downtown corner one day, a merchant 
walks up to Jeremiah and yells at him to “shut up!” He then takes his Bible away 
from him and throws it on the ground. Two days later the merchant dies of a 
heart attack — and this did not go unnoticed, for it was thoroughly discussed 
around coffee cups at the Northern Pike Café over the next two weeks in hushed 
tones! 

“Good grief, this street preacher has a wall of fire about him,” one downtown 
merchant confides to another. 

There is one activity, however, that the city found a way to fine Jeremiah and 
his father Nate for, and that is illegally posting signs of their beliefs on trees by 
the main roads of the city. Jeremiah calls it “The Jericho March,” where he and 
his father Nate go around the city in the middle of the night, posting signs on 
trees and fences that read: “Repent to salvation!” 


They got away with posting illegal signs for years, but finally ... Officer 
Branca just happened to be driving down a city side road early one morning and 
spots the old Model A Ford truck, which they drive, on the roadside. It also being 
painted on its side boards with scripture phrases saying: Repent! 

Branca describes his find to the police chief the next day, “It was 2:45 a.m. 
when I spotted the old Model A Ford on Poplar Road. I pulled over to check and 
see why it was there, as I thought maybe they broke down. But near the truck is 
a homemade sign: “repent or hell” posted on a tree. Then I spotlighted the 
bushes and saw the red flash of a pair of eyes; it turns out to be Jeremiah. I 
wrote them up for malicious mischief, and they will have to appear before the 
judge for sentencing.” 

“Great work,” Chief Fedo belts out, “I’ll call Salmon at the downtown council 
and let him know we finally can get a stop to the signs.” 


This sign hanging duo has been busy on their “Jericho Marches,” for years, 
frustrating the city public works department, as they must send out a monthly 
crew to remove dozens of the postings. 

The public works manager remarks, “I'll bet my crew took down another ten 
signs this morning, they snuck them in overnight! They are all made by hand 
from plywood and boards and are nailed right into the trees bordering the 
roadways. I don’t think the nails damage the trees too much, but the looks of the 
city arteries are compromised, and it takes two to three hours of our time to 
locate and remove them all.” 

One of Jeremiah’s neighbors, who knows them too well, told the public works 
manager that “Jeremiah and his father once went on a Jericho March to Southern 
Minnesota, and they hung signs along the highways all the way.” 

Nate told this neighbor that “along the way, the old Model A Ford truck broke 
down ... it was a miracle that the local service mechanic was an antique car 
collector. What the Model A needed was a new starter, and amazingly the 
mechanic took one out of a Model A he had recently restored, installing it into 
Nate’s Ford, putting them right back on the road! They are as goofy as a couple 
of green eggs in a chicken nest, only problem is—the eggs are cracked!” 

The other bunch of strange characters are the hillbilly squatters on the edge 
of town. 

“Nobody is really sure how many people live on that ranch just this side of 
the city limit on the western end. It started as a horse ranch with a cabin and 
now has morphed into several travel trailers and a used mobile home,” said Dell 
Bailey, the head of the code compliance department, who is having a time of it 
trying to make peace with the horse ranch’s neighbors. 

One of whom said to Dell, “They are setting up a modern-day Christiania — 
just like the infamous squatter community in Copenhagen!” 

Dell returns, “The city has yet to pass any ordinances on how many people 
can reasonably live in a house, much less on a single five-acre parcel of 
property.” Dell has snooped around the horse ranch several times, including the 
use of satellite imaging, and not seen anything yet that he can throw a fine at 
them for; they are amazingly clean and orderly. “So, unless they throw a whole 
heap of garbage around,” he told one of the neighbors, “there isn’t anything I 
can come down on them with.” But the neighbors still complain of all the traffic 
in and out of the ranch, which includes four wheelers, horses, and even a semi- 
tractor trailer. 

“Hillbillies are amazing people,” Bailey told the mayor one day, “they start on 
a property with one married couple, and carefully expand their community one 
groupie at a time, until they reach a critical mass that even they know is 
unwarranted. We now estimate there are fifteen people living at the horse ranch: 
along with four horses, four dogs, a cat, a bird and who knows what else! We also 
counted three horse trailers, two flatbed hay hauling trailers, and of course three 


travel trailers that other people could be living in. By the time they owe everyone 
in town money, they’ll probably move on—just like a bunch of gypsies! I’m 
checking with my international code book to see the recommendations; however, 
I sense that If I bring up anything international, Councilor Morrow will balk and 
turn other councilors over to his side — resulting in a NO for an ordinance 
change. He’ll probably warn us about controversial programs like smart-growth 
and Agenda 21.” 

The mayor just gives a blank stare. 

“Crane Lake will probably have to design their own growth strategies: we 
sure don’t want to look like an international fast-food community like the rest of 
the world! Morrow will probably be right, in the respect of us independently 
making up our own direction.” Bailey concludes. 


> 


Timber Svendal got the usual text message from Vito Dixon about what plans 
to watch for on the community development department desk: new convention 
center is planned, watch for any docs on proposed location. Vito. While cleaning 
in the evening hours, Timber begins scanning with his eyes any documents on 
the city planner’s desk to see if there might be anything about a ‘convention 
center.’ It isn’t long before a key document appears and Timber takes a photo of 
it with his cell phone, sending it instantly over to Vito. This is all Vito needs to 
make a pocketful of cash—something in print with the proposed street location. 
Vito, his eyeballs registering stacks of hundred-dollar bills, shoots it over to his 
real estate confederate, Roxanne Parker. Thanks for the update, Vito texts back 
to the janitor, you will have lunch tomorrow, on me. The very next morning, a 
small envelope with a wad of cash is inconspicuously dropped faithfully by noon 
through Timber’s mail slot at his home. The amount of cash in the envelope is 
enough to buy him lunch and dinner for the next six months. A Jucrative update 
was scratched on a notepad paper inside the envelope. Most of the people who 
work at the city center are aware of the nice truck that Timber drives, a newer 
jacked-up, full size work truck with large custom wheels. Timber drives it with 
pride. And no one ever questions how he affords such a perk on a janitor’s 
lowest-member-on-the-totem-pole salary. Over at the Dixon office, they now have 
Timber’s update, so Vito goes to work finding out if there is any property for sale 
near the proposed new convention center location, knowing that property values 
will rise anywhere near the proposed complex. Let us meet tomorrow at the 
Northern Pike Café, bring any information you may discover about any real 
estate possibilities near the intersection of Bayside Drive and Camp Forty Road, 
Vito texts his real estate conspirator Roxanne Parker. 


~< 


Every year the city of Crane Lake, Minnesota hosts its “long-shot to be 
famous,” Waterlogged Canoe Festival. Planning for the festival, by Hal Shepherd 
the events coordinator, starts a year in advance. There are many different facets 
of this event, a swamped canoe race around Bear Island in its Beaver infested 
waters, a lumberjack log roll, a downtown arts and crafts fair, and a huge mural 
of Paul Bunyan featured on the front windows of City Hall. For a whole weekend 
it is a premier family event being highlighted with redneck music in the park, 
with plenty of food vendors scattered in crowded places. Every year the city 
managers brace themselves for what always seems to happen no matter how 
careful the planning—the big screw-up! This year’s event, held just after the ice 
clears on the lake, is right on target—it is the zenith of all screw-ups! Helen 
Hunter, the high society leader of the art club, always prides her organization in 
carefully presenting the mural creation of Paul Bunyan. The entire painting, over 
twenty feet tall, is carefully brushed on the two-story-high main entrance 
windows of the city hall lobby by senior members of the art club. Her 
instructions this year to the maintenance department before they arrive are to 
“clean the windows thoroughly with ammonia only!” Though Timber Svendal the 
janitor had received these curt instructions, he thought too much into it, 
thinking: how am I to remove this paint; ammonia leaves too dry of a surface - 
it’ll take too many hours to remove after the event—I’m not going to be caught 
with my pants down! 

So, he decides on his own to make the glass more Teflon, as he relays his 
decision to his boss: “We need to get something on there to make it easy to get 
this sticky paint mess off, following the festival. I mean, have you ever had to 
remove paint from a twenty-foot window? Last year I had to remove all of it by 
hand with a window razor, and it took over twenty hours....” 

Being misinformed, his boss Luman Slater, the head of the maintenance 
department, caves in, advising, “Just make sure the paint sticks long enough to 
last through the festival.” 

So, Timber does a little research and finds a product that puts liquid plastic 
on the glass with “one easy application.” The product label promises: to repel 
water spots, bug and bird droppings, and fingerprints, by creating a microscopic 
Teflon-like barrier. Timber comments to himself, That sounds good to me, as he 
purchases the product through his janitorial supplier. It arrives a couple of days 
later, and he applies it to the glass by simply adding it to the water he washes 
the windows with, just a couple of days ahead of Helen Hunter and the art club 
artists who paint with great care, the mural of Paul Bunyan. In one long Saturday 
effort, Helen’s art club worker bees finish the grand mural image. They stand in 
admiration at the grandeur of the remarkable display of tones and colors of 
paint. 

“There is something so powerful about a twenty-foot tall image, as it brings 
remembrance to Nebuchadnezzar and his great ninety-foot Babylonian statue 


that he ordered every subject to bow down to—It just takes away your breath,” 
Helen boasts. 


As the image takes the attention of anyone passing by City Hall, all the 
streets are quiet and at rest for the days leading up to the festival. However, on 
the preceding day to the opening of the annual Waterlogged Canoe Race, the 
great image of Paul Bunyan begins to show signs of weakness, caused by an 
unseen devil of Teflon coating underneath the surface. At first, a city worker 
notices that old Paul’s shoes start to peel away. The City Desk calls Helen at the 
art club, and she arrives immediately to repair what she thinks is a practical 
joke. 

“Oh, kids these days! Anything to monkey with, and just for a laugh,” she 
comments to a city worker as she cemented the shoes back to the glass with 
superglue. 

“That’ll do for a few more days, let me know if they return to do any more 


monkey business,” she blurts as she leaves in a huff, and clearly shaken that 
someone would dare mess with the art club’s masterpiece. 

Then overnight, it’s just like a secret hand begins to peel other key parts off 
the mural. This time it was way up high, as Paul’s crop of bushy hair just blows 
away in the lake breeze, leaving only his bulging eyes looking out. Then 
suddenly, during the first hours of the festival, when hundreds of visitors are 
passing by to get to the Waterlogged Canoe Race — Paul’s black gloves go 
floating by the boat ramp for all to see. The art club already has their people 
there observing the rare phenomena, standing in a half-circle underneath the 
god-like figure, watching the statue ceremonially disappear. When, without 
warning, Paul Bunyan’s shorts commence to peel upward. 

“Oh, this is too much, what can we possibly do!” One art club member shouts. 

“I’m afraid it’s too late to do anything now,” Helen Hunt laments—“but come 
Monday morning I will get to the bottom, well anyway ... I’ll figure out who did 
this prank, oh!” 

Monday morning is traditionally the quietest morning all week at City Hall, 
that is, until the director of the art club, Helen Hunt, walks up to the city desk. 
Like a lioness looking for her prey in her fashionable societal glory, and having a 
look of flint on her face, she has a look that convinces Susan Hendrilkut, the 
public works department secretary, that she is capable of climbing over a service 
counter with her urgent complaint, “We were just standing there looking at the 
mural image on the front entrance when Paul’s pants peeled off! Oh! Iam so 
embarrassed. Every year this has been the most visible thing that our art club 
does. Our art team discussed this over the weekend, concluding that your janitor 
may have washed the windows with some high-tech solution. I specifically told 
him to use only ammonia and water!” 

Susan Hendrilkut handles her complaint graciously by offering, “We’ll ask 
our maintenance department if anything unusual was used on the windows.” 

Helen Hunt goes off on a grizzly bear trail, “Did you happen to notice that if 
you stand back by the street and look at the image, the Main Entrance sign is the 
only thing below his belt buckle! When we arrived to view this spectacle, some 
tourists were laughing and taking photos of it! This development has become the 
laughingstock of the whole festival, and if you look outside right now, there are 
people pointing at the mural. I would like to request that what is left of the 
image be taken off the windows before the local newspaper hears about it and 
wants to interview me about what may have happened.” 

Susan Hendrilkut, noting that public opinion is a most important thing when 
working in city government, reveals slowly, “The local newspaper has already 
been here, this morning, and they took a photo of Paul Bunyan. They wanted to 
know who the artist was and what might have happened to his ... well, you 
know.” 

The art club director suddenly gasps, “Argh!” Then, she starts to choke and 


hyperventilate. 

Susan runs from around the counter and tries to hold her up, but Helen 
doubles over, her legs going limp. Susan directs her over to a chair near the 
counter where Helen Hunt is still gasping for air. She runs back around the 
counter and hits the panic button, summoning Officer Alicia George to respond 
to the alarm that immediately sounds off at the police desk. 

Alicia rushes to the city desk, having a good deal of experience in dealing 
with people who are having emotional breakdowns. “How are you feeling right 
now?” Alicia says softly as she takes hold of the art director’s arm and feels fora 
pulse, which is arrhythmic at this moment. 

“Argh,” is the only response she can get from Helen. 

“I’m going to call an ambulance,” Alicia declares. 

“Argh, I’m dizzy,” Helen squeaks. 

Alicia does not hesitate at this point, she grapples her shoulder radio 
microphone and commands into it, “Emotional breakdown victim — City Hall — 
EMS unit needed, and pronto!” 

Within a brief time, red lights light up the street out in front of the building 
as an ambulance pulls to the curb. An ambulance crew rushes up the front walk 
and into the main entrance to the city desk, where the art director is quickly 
lifted and placed on a gurney and rolled out the front entrance of the city hall, 
just below the image of her emotional distress—Paul Bunyan’s belt buckle with 
his missing pants, and ironically below the main entrance sign. The curator of 
her pain, the janitor Timber Svendal, is out on the front lawn raking up grass 
clippings from the lawn mower. 

He observes Helen Hunt rolling by him and a few other bystanders ... he asks 
one of them, “What happened?” 

The bystander responds, “I overheard some of the art club people saying that 
she had gone in to complain about Paul Bunyan’s vanishing pants, and 
apparently had a collapse.” 

Timber puts down his rake and walks to the rear of the building where the 
city garage office is and sits down to take a long break in the employee lounge, 
holding his head. 

His boss passes by him in the lounge a few minutes later and simply 
comments, “I wouldn’t ask too much about the art director’s emotional collapse 
today, for this is the type of event that can attract ambulance chasing lawyers. I 
don’t know for sure how Paul Bunyan lost his shorts, and if you really think about 
it ... you probably shouldn’t know either.” 

Timber smiles in relief, drinks down the rest of his cup of soda and returns to 
finish mowing the front lawn. That same evening, the Crane Lake maintenance 
crew Sstealthily blows the rest of Paul Bunyan’s image sky-high with a pressure 
washer. The following morning, all that is left of the giant figure is a few water 
spots where the art club’s masterpiece once heralded his embarrassing image to 


the community. But, to keep his memory alive, the local Crane Lake Explorer 
newspaper has a front-page photo showing Paul Bunyan with no hair, no shoes, 
and no shorts, with an article—updated information about how the art club’s 
mural peeled off the glass at City Hall, mentioning that the art director was 
unavailable for comment, now taking up a bed at the hospital, and thoughtfully 
giving her visitation hours. The article is headlined in bold print: “Paul Bunyan’s 
Pants Checked Out Early from Festival!” And a sub-heading: “Art director 
collapses at City Desk.” 

Mayor Andrew King invites Mr. Morrow over to his house one evening for 
conversation and to conduct business. Just past 8 p.m., Morrow arrives to be 
greeted by the mayor’s wife, Delia King. She leads him into the King’s study 
where the mayor is seated, working on his laptop computer. 

“Oh, yes, sit down Hamilton, ah Delia honey, could you get our guest some of 
your sumptuous pie and, how about some iced tea?” The mayor requests. 

Delia, dressed in a white laced, Southern-style long dress, just smiles and 
busily goes to do her special assignment. 

“Well, Hamilton, we have a lot to discuss tonight, there are some new 
developments in the air, and J would like to get your input. Now I can only give 
you some sketchy outlines until the city council votes on these things together, 
but I do have some pretty good news to share—it’s starting to look like we can 
get enough support to build a new multipurpose convention center, so I have the 
city planning department working on a possible location. As soon as they have all 
the details together, I will bring it to the council for a vote,” the mayor shares. 

“So, what type of amenities will the venue offer?” Hamilton probes. 

The mayor supplements, “Well, it will have plenty of rooms for meetings, a 
new library, a historical museum, and a theatre, all in one main building. And this 
building will have a unique design; it will be unlike anything else you have ever 
seen. The main floor will resemble a regular rectangular office building, but it 
will be adorned with artistic looking appendages rising three stories above the 
roof. I have a sketch of it here made up by a draftsman.” 

The mayor places the sketch in front of Morrow, who responds, “That is 
perfect for a museum and library, oh excellent, that will attract plenty of 
attention.” 

The mayor continues,“The second building will have an ice rink and an eight 
thousand seat arena for hockey games and concert events, it’ll be a wonderful 
multipurpose facility! We’ll need around twenty acres of property to build it on, 
and that’s the part that I can’t let out of the bag until we have Courtney in the 
planning department go over everything.” 

“Sounds like a wonderful venue for the whole city, you can be sure you'll have 
my full support,” Hamilton adds. 

“Ah, the pie ... thank you, honey,” the mayor complements as Delia set the 
delectable delights on the table next to a bowl of whipped cream and returns to 


the kitchen. 

“Where did you get the funding for such a large project?” Hamilton 
continues, with a forkful of pie lifted to his lips. 

The mayor informs: “Well, some of it will be bonds offered by a local 
brokerage company for the city and the rest is matching state and federal grants. 
As soon as we have an approval from the council, we will open the table for bids 
from local and state contractors. This development is a big prize for the 
contractors, they will compete to the final dollar on giving us a good rate.” 

Hamilton predicts, “Well, it sounds like a worthy project, keeping us all busy 
for some time to come.” 

“Yep,” the mayor agrees. 

Hamilton probes, “Do we have a site picked for the project yet?” 

The mayor sits forward a little and whispers, “We need to keep this a secret 
until the day we announce it to the public — this is to prevent opportunists from 
developing property around it until we have a chance to get our foundations in 
the ground. It makes us look bad to the public if other developers jump in ahead 
of us and build a theme park!” 


= 


In the small California city by the sea of San Clemente, a challenge begins to 
surface at the local marine base hospital. A serviceman, who upon arrival from 
an Asian assignment, is taken to the sick bay in a coma. The doctors check all his 
vitals, it is determined that this individual gestated an ‘Asian’ plague. The truth 
became known hours later, after blood testing, that the serviceman’s blood 
screening shows positive for H5N1 bird flu. Being a ‘level-4 warning’ contagious 
virus, now everyone he had been in contact with on a regular commercial flight, 
are now possible carriers of an infection. Suddenly, the wheels of local 
government commence emergency plans, doctors and the local sheriff’s officials 
work together to develop a contingency plan to halt the spread of the infection 
through the local population. 

Next, the news media flies into overdrive with stories, sensationalizing the 
possibilities—“We’re bringing you a breaking news report tonight that a 
serviceman at the Marine base hospital near San Clemente has tested positive 
for the H5N1 virus. Doctors at the Camp Pendleton Marine Corps base have 
confirmed the possibility that others, who were on a regular commercial flight 
with him, may also be infected. We now go to our reporter at Pendleton ... hi, 
June, what news can you give us of what is happening there....” 

“Well, one doctor I talked to said of the hospital staff who treated the 
serviceman before they were aware of what he was carrying, are now 
quarantined. We have now confirmed that the virus the serviceman was carrying 
is the highly pathogenic Asian Avian influenza H5N1 virus, and, it will be a 
couple of days before we are made aware if the virus has spread amongst any 


other hospital employees. The sheriff’s department is reportedly checking with 
the commercial airline about the number of passengers who were on the plane 
with the virus carrier, as they may have been infected too. We are also trying to 
find out just how many people were in close contact with the infected 
serviceman, and as soon as we have that information available, we’ll make it 
public ... now back to you.” 

No one, not even the base commanding Colonel, knew exactly how the 
marine private contracted the virus while involved in an operation in Asia for the 
United States government. “It does seem odd that the virus has found its way 
back to the military base after our marine private returned from doing a top 
secret mission. Could such a virus be weaponized? It won’t be all that clear until 
we’re able to debrief the leader of the operation to find out exactly where they 
were deployed and what sort of contact was made with the local population who 
lived there,” the Marine base Colonel confides with one of the military doctors. 

“Tell me about the virus,” the Colonel continues, “Where does this particular 
virus originate?” 

The doctor speaks matter-of-factly, “H5N1, or bird flu, is a virus adapted to 
birds. However, the HPAI, or Highly Pathogenic Avian Influenza, may cross 
between species and be adopted also to humans from birds, particularly 
chickens, or occasionally, wild birds. It’s not unusual in such a case, where it has 
adapted to humans, for one to consider the possibility of a pandemic!”[4] 

The colonel is concerned about the virus spreading and asks of its pathogenic 
properties, “How is the virus spread from person-to-person, then?” 

The doctor astutely interjects, “Like many other influenzas, it is spread 
through a cough or sneeze where the particles become airborne and other 
humans inhale the spores. An infected person can also get mucus or spittle ona 
surface like a doorknob, and somebody else can touch the surface and then rub 
an eye and transfer it internally.” 

“So, what kind of symptoms are we to look for in the case others have been 
infected?” The Colonel inquires. 

The doctor looks down at the floor, mumbling, “With this strain of flu, the 
symptoms can be sudden and quite intense, including: sudden chills, projectile 
vomiting, weakness, aches and pains and a fever that could reach a hundred and 
four.”[5] 

It isn’t long after this discussion, the Colonel calls the Sergeant of the 
overseas operation to his office and grills him, “So, where in Thailand did your 
operational unit come into close contact with birds or chickens?” 

Standing like a stone pillar before the Colonel’s desk, the sergeant recalls, 
“We were in this small village and there were chickens all around us as we 
passed through ... we were looking for any sign of our target, Tring Tao, a known 
terrorist in hiding.” 

The Colonel looks even more irritated when he probes, “What was your 


reasoning for sending the private back to San Clemente on a commercial 
airliner?” 

The sergeant juggles his feet, “He had a special family request, he wanted to 
attend a wedding, and there wasn’t any military aircraft returning for a few more 
days; I guess I should have made him wait.” 

He hung his head low, waiting for the colonel’s expected response, “You may 
retire to the base housing, as I need to talk to some higher-ups - there most likely 
will be an inquiry.” 

The sergeant does a snappy salute, and then slowly pivots on one foot and 
walks out of the colonel’s office. The colonel slides his top left desk drawer open 
and pulls out a bottle of aspirin tablets. 

Picking up his cellular phone off the top of his desk, he calls his wife, “Hi 
honey, it’s going to be a long day here, ah, I probably won’t be out of here on 
time, so don’t make your usual dinner - I’ll just cook up an egg omelet when I get 
home.” 

Her response is expected, “Ok dear, I’ll put out some of your favorite home- 
baked cookies on the coffee table by the TV.” 

As the news story expands across the country’s mainstream news outlets, 
Hamilton Morrow, back in Crane Lake, catches the news clip and makes a mental 
note of the local contingencies that can be expected should the bird flu spread to 
their community. He decides to check with the local sheriff’s department to see if 
there are any plans in place to handle the spread of a plague in their locality, and 
at what level government considers a plague worthy of a quarantine, locally or 
even statewide. Morrow decides to look up on the internet what the possible 
levels of action could be in such a scenario. He grabs his laptop computer and 
drives downtown to the local internet escape, the Northern Pike Cafe. 

Rather by coincidence, as Morrow parks his car, he notices that the local 
street Prophet is having one of his extemporaneous street meetings on the 
corner near the café. 

To the situation going on in California, Nate speaks directly, “At the end of 
time, God will send judgments on the land to convict people of their ignorance of 
the Word of God and their transgressions against His people. What a lot of 
people do not realize is that God jealously protects his land, Israel and His 
chosen people! It talks about this in the Word of God in Psalm 68, ‘but God shall 
wound the head of his enemies, and the hairy scalp of such a one that goeth on in 
his trespasses.’” [6] 

Nate then summarizes his thoughts, “The fourth horseman of Revelation is 
now traveling through the land with death and disease. God will protect his 
people, but woe to those who harden their necks against the judgments of God. It 
is time to turn from transgressions and bow the knee to almighty Yehovah.” 

As usual, Nate’s message hits home in downtown Crane Lake, like a rock 
through the window of City Hall. E-mail messages are instantly sent by business 


leaders of the Downtown Council into the mailbox of the downtown 
representative, city council member, Vito Dixon. This is much like handing the 
‘Nate’ issue over to the head of the Gestapo, Heinrich Moller! We’ve got a nut 
man down here chasing our customers away, and he’s trying to get them all to 
believe his version of the great judgement seat! One brief e-mail message read. 
On the other hand, Hamilton Morrow was in earshot for a few minutes listening 
to Nate’s prophetic warning, and then pondering in his mind, thought, how is it 
that Nate always seems to be so on target with current events? He should be 
allowed to speak. 

Christine Larse walks into the Northern Pike Café, just prior to Hamilton 
Morrow’s entry, and she orders a large house coffee, retiring to a comfortable 
seat and table to a remote corner of the cafe to work on some of her latest 
research. Christine is a certified naturopathic doctor from the local Robison 
Clinic, which offers alternative methods of treating health issues to its patients, 
upon request. The clinic is doing quite well in this Northern city of Minnesota, as 
a lot of people are growing disillusioned by the costs of regular medicine and the 
sometimes-challenging side effects. Acommon complaint amongst patients at the 
clinic is when they, with trustful intentions, went to a regular doctor and were 
given a dose of antibiotics, only to find out that it actively killed almost all the 
good bacteria in their intestinal tract, causing annoying and impossible to deal 
with yeast infections. Word of mouth spread quickly in this small Northern city, 
that the Robison Clinic knows a great deal more about natural medicine and its 
uses, than risking a visit to a general practitioner who deals with it in a medically 
archaic manner. Another good reason for locals to stay away from a general 
practitioner, is the way they pushed preventative check-ups. In this case, 
someone coming in with an intestinal problem, could be advised to get a once-in- 
a-lifetime colonoscopy. Some, patients who look it up, and find out what it exactly 
is, abruptly cancel their appointments! 

One patient relayed back to Christine when he came to her office, “They’re 
not going to put six feet of a spinning rooter up my behind! Good gosh, what if 
they tear things up in there, I wouldn’t pass a walnut for a month!” 

Christine nods and speaks softly, “You won’t have to worry about a spinning 
rooter treatment here.” 

Soon locals, filling up the appointment schedule, were flowing through the 
natural clinic’s doors, the staff expanding with the demand. Christine Larse is 
the head of the naturopathic clinic and has two other staff people working 
underneath her. 

“It’s herbs, proper minerals, and homeopathic medicines. We administer 
these first for a remedy and if that doesn’t work, we go the general method of 
medicine. But most of our clients prefer the natural method, as it doesn’t cost 
much more than home remedies;” this is how Christine explains it to anyone who 
asks her about her profession. 


Hamilton Morrow enters the café and gets his usual big mug of herbal tea, 
joining Christine in the back. The two are old friends — Morrow also is a regular 
at her clinic. 

“Hi Christine, it’s great to run into you ... there are some new developments 
on the landscape, and maybe you can give me a comment or two,” Morrow says 
as he seats himself at the table next to hers. 

“Yes, of course,” she agrees, placing down a professional magazine she is 
gleaning from and joining the conversation. “I heard about the bird flu outbreak 
in San Clemente. There is a possibility of it spreading ifthey will not take 
immediate efforts to quarantine all the affected individuals. I heard it started at 
the Marine base there from some marines who returned on a commercial flight 
back to the states from Southeast Asia. They are now coming down with 
symptoms, as it was reported on the news this morning. This should be a no- 
brainer for the military doctors at the base infirmary, to close off the base from 
anyone entering, or especially leaving! That is a big military operation there 
though—they need to start immediately, or it could spread to the city nearby 
where some military service people use the local services, the shopping centers 
and beach facilities. This is a pandemic type of flu, and it can spread rapidly 
person to person. Catastrophically, San Clemente sits between two of California’s 
largest cities, Los Angeles and San Diego. If it travels to the populations there, it 
will be up to the CDC and law enforcement to quarantine and stop it!” 

“Well, that brings the next question, what are the steps to control such a viral 
spread of a communicable disease like the bird flu?” Morrow inquires. 

Christine’s look resembles a computer search engine working to retrieve filed 
information in the deep recesses of her mind. She remarks, “The CDC has 
regulations to facilitate contact tracing, and prompt medical follow up of 
potentially infected passengers and their contacts who use air or ship travel into 
the United States from foreign countries. There are twenty quarantine stations 
set up across America, staffed with medical and public health officers from the 
CDC ready to respond to reports of problems, as San Clemente is not far from 
the Los Angeles station. What the CDC health officers do is to isolate ill persons 
from the rest of the population, and quarantine anyone who had any contact with 
a carrier.” [7] 

Morrow, deep into concentration with his mug of herbal tea, prods another 
question, “But how do they isolate and quarantine a regional area, and where do 
they put all the people affected?” 

Christine moves in a little closer, whispering, so only he can hear, “The 
police, sheriff and National Guard will set up road-blocks in and out of the 
quarantine area preventing people from moving around. Next, sick individuals 
are whisked off to a quarantine center—this could be a local hospital or hotel. 
But, if they are overwhelmed by sick numbers of people, the bulk of the infected 
population will be brought to a government refreshment center.” 


Morrow has a puzzling look and jokes, “Isn’t that the new government term 
for a concentration camp?” 

“Yep, you can check if you would like, the government began calling them 
that just after 9/11. Usually these are old army bases that are remodeled to 
handle large numbers of illegal immigrants, which was their first excuse for 
creating them. However, as a secondary use, large numbers of sick people may 
be something they have planned for only on paper,” Christine adds. 

“But what would happen if this disease spreads to our area?” Morrow digs. 

Christine swirls a spoon in her tea, taking the tea bag to the top and pinching 
it for a little more flavor and speaks frankly, “Yeah, just call it a ditto...it won’t be 
a pretty picture! However, there is a natural cure for the bird flu and anyone who 
comes to our clinic can be pre-treated with homeopathic therapy and worry little 
about contracting it. We can give everyone who wants it, a three-week supply. 
Then these people will become workers to aid others who contract it. Perhaps 
then, after others get sick, they may consider using the natural route also - you 
can still be treated homeopathically after contracting the virus to minimize the 
symptoms. General medicine does have something that can target the virus ifit 
becomes available on time to our area, but I have heard already of mass 
shortages of useful drugs. Truthfully, though, there is never any shortage of 
natural medicines....” 

“That is great, Christine, I’ll tell the mayor! Can you make sure that you have 
plenty of this homeopathic remedy on hand if the virus spreads beyond San 
Clemente?” Morrow finalizes. 

“Yep, no problem, I’ll go ahead and order an extra ten cases today,” she 
agrees as she writes a note on a yellow pad. 

Hamilton Morrow looks very peaceful as he shares the rest of his time with 
one of the most beautiful women in Crane Lake, as Christine’s healthy lifestyle 
makes her shine. Her secret of beauty is to rub coconut oil on her face and hair 
every night before retiring, as Christine Larse is a walking photograph of 
impeccable natural loveliness and symmetry. 

It is just another day at the local Crane Lake police station, and another day 
to blow off steam, feeding off one another unprofessionally for sanity purposes. 
Law enforcement is a high-stress job, for they get it from their work situations, 
their fishbowl-like community life, and occasionally from their spouses and 
children! 

“What do you mean, coming home three hours after your regular shift!” One 
wife chides her husband as he walks slowly from his car to the back door of the 
house. 

The officer responds, “The guy that was supposed to relieve me was late 
because of icy roads.” 

“This happens all too often, why don’t you call me when you are going to be 
late?” She chides. 


“Oh, sorry honey, I was at the scene of the accident, it was pretty messy — 
one vehicle slid through a stop sign and hit another vehicle, T-boning it. The 
EMTs were called, and it took over an hour just to clear the wreckage,” the 
officer says as he collapses into his comforter chair. 

On other occasions, officers often sit in the employee lounge on their breaks, 
dealing with their children’s complaints over the phone—“That’s OK, Billie, let 
your sister have the remote-control tonight so she can watch what she wants to. 
OK, OK, I’ll deal with this more when I get home.” The officer folds the phone 
back into his chest pocket. 

With these types of things going on, and the officers who walk in daily to start 
their unpredictable shifts through the police station’s back door, the only people 
on earth available to joke around with, are their colleagues. There is not a safe 
place in the station for any serious discussions, even if you are physically 
carrying an official police report in your hands and asking for help from one of 
the records clerks to spell a word. 

“How do you spell summons, is that with one m or two?” Fanny, the police 
records clerk, asks Officer Congdon, after noticing that he misspelled the same 
word again. 

Ignoring her query, he changes the subject, “Oh shoot, not again, I can’t get 
anything done on days when I have to be in court — you just sit around and listen 
to the boring testimony of people who could lie to their dying mothers.” 

“That’s what you get when you put a summons into my drawers”—she was 
surreptitiously meaning her file drawers, but was eager to create a fun exchange 
with the officer on the borderline of sexual harassment, which even made it more 
of an adventure! 

Officer Congdon sits back and chimes, “All you need to do is say no.” 

Fanny cleverly shoots back, “Are we having a domestic (a common term used 
around the police department for a domestic dispute report)?” 

“Well, you always try to get in the last word (a common excuse for a domestic 
dispute often appearing on police reports),” said Officer Congdon. 

Fanny files his summons paperwork and giggles all the way back to her desk. 

Just then, Officer Max Branca walks in and says to her, “You are the brightest 
thing that we have seen all day!” 

Fanny jests back, “Ah huh, it must be a really gloomy day 

Branca tops it off with, “Don’t you ever have a bad day?” 

“Oh yeah!” She says, “The day I was born my mother slapped the doctor, the 
doctor then chews out the nurse, who goes home and swats the dog, which went 
out and bit the neighbor, who then goes postal and throws a brick through the 
front window and calls out, ‘It’s Independence Day!’” 

“Well, I don’t think I could top that!” Max Branca laughs as he goes to his 
desk to fill out daily reports. Then, speaking outloud for all to hear, “I don’t think 
I’ll ask Fanny how to spell ‘Independence!’” 
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As this meeting took place, things seemed to turn worse for citizens and 
military personnel of the Pendleton Marine base. A flight data list of the 
commercial airline flight is requested by the public health service officers of the 
CDC; they are presently tracking down all passengers who were on the flight in 
from Southeast Asia. Apparently, a Thailand tourist made his way out of the 
county to spend a couple of days in the pristine California mountains camping. 
Most Americans are unaware of a new technology, as law enforcement, when 
trying to locate a vehicle, can track by computer — using road readers embedded 
into the roadways and highways, or little circles surreptitiously placed into the 
pavement which no one notices as they travel over them! As the tourist in 
question passes over one of these road readers at a stoplight, the highway 
department computer automatically red flags the vehicle and its location. Sheriff 
interceptor vehicles are immediately dispatched with a description of the vehicle, 
now entered in the computer network, from a California DMV match-up with the 
rental car agency; they are checking all rented vehicles from the airport. The 
next thing, the sheriff’s department sets up a roadblock ahead of the vehicle’s 
known location. As the unwary tourist in question drives through the roadblock 
and rolls down his window to answer any questions, he is calmly told to “pull 
over to the side of the road. Stay in the vehicle or be shot!” An emergency team 
from the CDC rushes immediately to the site in a black government van, all 
dressed in HAZMAT suits with breathing apparatus. They claim their prize of the 
tourist and a totally freaked out hitchhiker, who unfortunately solicited a ride a 
mile up the road — he is now roadkill! Without a second to waste, they are taken 
to the nearest refreshment center for observation. The vehicle is also towed to 
the same location. 

“Well done!” The CDC officer says to the sheriff’s deputy who set up the 
roadblock, “We have containment ... we need to cordon off the city of San 
Clemente and the whole area around the marine base. The tourist you just 
apprehended may have had contact with others in the city’s population. All main 
roads leading in and out of these areas will have to be blocked, and only 
emergency and official government vehicles will be allowed to enter or exit. We 
will notify the news media to tell everyone to stay home for the next seventy-two 
hours. After that we will open main roads on a case by case basis, with CDC 
personnel remaining at these open roadblocks to view any drivers for symptoms, 
until we are certain that we have total containment of the virus. We will also 
suggest that anyone who knowingly has any symptoms of the bird flu, voluntarily 
admit themselves to the emergency room at the local hospitals. The gestation 
period for the flu is usually one to three days, so seventy-two hours is a fair time 
frame for the quarantine of the city.” 

“Roger that,” the sheriff’s deputy responded, “I’ll radio that message in to be 


sent directly to the sheriff himself.” 

Moments later, a local TV station van pulls to the curb outside the Orange 
County Sheriff’s office in downtown Santa Anna, California. Jumping into action, 
the news team accosts the lady at the information desk, requesting immediately 
to talk to the sheriff of Orange County. 

Moments later, the PIO (public information officer) walks out into the lobby 
with a taxpayer-paid smug look of authority on her face, and derides, “The sheriff 
will be out momentarily ... we weren’t expecting such an immediate response 
after we faxed out our press release today.” 

With the waving of hands, a news lady bolts a microphone to the PIO’s face, 
“Can you tell us if the city of San Clemente is under a quarantine?” 

The PIO takes a step back, “Why yes, that would be affirmative ... we are 
setting up roadblocks throughout the county in our jurisdiction to control the 
flow of people in and out of the city and also the marine base area. I am sure that 
the sheriff can fill you in on all the details when he comes into the lobby here 
shortly.” 

Camera lights begin to illuminate the PIO’s face and more microphones are 
set up to stand ready on a smartly provided lectern, as the news teams with 
cellular phones blinking, text unseen producers back at their home stations. 
They wait impatiently for the sheriff to appear. Meanwhile, more sophisticated 
satellite trucks appear on the outside street, like an army of major media, 
parking haphazardly in any available open spaces near the county sheriff’s office 
complex. 

“Whew! It didn’t take long for the national media to get here at all,” a local 
news-lady updates her cameraman. 

Swiftly, the sheriff department’s lobby fills to capacity with more 
sophisticated cameras and fancy-dress news reporters, becoming the noisiest 
crowd ever assembled to date. Then, the sheriff appears with the magnetism of a 
top general, his square chin matching the large photo portraits of past sheriffs 
hanging on the wall to his right. Handsomely, he is dressed in an over-starched 
green uniform, complemented by a nicely shined gold badge hanging off his belt. 

The PIO takes her cue, and stepping forward, she informs the media, “A 
press conference will begin as soon as everyone has a chance to place their 
cameras and mics into position.” 

The rest of the media churns like a live creature slashing, with mic cables 
and cameras getting ready, and like a band of wiggly worms, they vie for space 
on a lectern to mount a microphone adorned with their network’s logo to get in 
every spoken word. Within minutes, the crowd of anxious media reps finally calm 
down to a low rumble of voices, with microphone cables running in every 
direction across the floor. 

The sheriff cautiously slips into the lectern and gives a brief but canned 
statement—“In cooperation with the CDC, the DHS and other government 


agencies, officials in Orange County and the Orange County Sheriff’s office have 
declared a quarantine of San Clemente, California and the adjoining Pendleton 
Marine base. All main roadways in and out of the city are now ordered to be 
roadblocked. No persons, except emergency and authorized government 
personnel, will be allowed to enter or leave the city for the next seventy-two 
hours, but after that, we will open certain roadways on a case-by-case basis. This 
is in response to a pandemic outbreak of bird flu that came into the area as the 
result of a marine special forces private who returned to base on a commercial 
flight, after being on assignment in Southeast Asia. We are here today to address 
and inform the population of these specific areas of concern, and, to answer any 
questions that you may have.” 

The first question comes from a local TV station’s news anchor, “Ah sir, what 
is the significance of the seventy-two hour time-frame?” 

The Sheriff leans heavily into the lectern and speaks plainly—“The seventy- 
two hours is necessary for medical teams to determine if anyone has contracted 
the virus, this is the common gestation period. Now, we encourage all citizens to 
cooperate voluntarily by going to the local hospital, should they discover any 
symptoms of the bird flu virus - if you feel like you have been hit by a bus, get 
treatment!” 

A national media spokesman speaks up, “Sheriff, what are the symptoms that 
people should look for?” 

The sheriff responds politely, “That’s a good question. The main symptoms 
usually come on the individual suddenly, which distinguishes it from the common 
cold. There are: chills, a fever of up to 104 degrees, aches and pains in the joints, 
a general weakness and a desire to rest or sit down. Also, sudden projectile 
vomiting, and looseness in the bowels are common -medical attention should be 
sought out immediately. And people are encouraged to go to the local emergency 
room, where they will be separated from other patients and cared for.” 

Many more questions came for as long as the sheriff, with his exceptional 
busy schedule, could stay in the lectern. After a half hour the questions were 
slowing, so he apologizes—“I am sorry, but my staff is notifying me that due to 
the roadblocks, there are many issues that I have to attend to. I am yielding the 
floor to my public relations officer, Miss Carne, who will keep you updated on any 
new developments over the time of the quarantine.” 

The sheriff turns toward Miss Carne, who steps forward and lays her laptop 
on the lectern to keep an eye on any up-to-the-minute developments from the 
sheriff’s emergency management team. One she notices immediately, is a memo 
for a response to protection from looters in one of the local shopping centers. It 
would not be long before she would have to report this information to the media 
standing before her. Before admitting it, though, she picks up her iPhone and 
places a call to an unknown person where she simply says into her phone, 
“Shopping center.” 


The unknown voice of the undersheriff responds, “Release information....” 

A few of the press hear the voice return and lean forward, eager to capture 
something newsworthy! 

Now, Ms. Carne proudly clears her throat and speaks carefully into the 
microphones on the lectern: “There is a new development at the main shopping 
center in downtown San Clemente at the Purple Cedar Shoppes. Apparently, 
several break-ins of local businesses have been reported. There are sheriff 
squads responding to the problem and they are in the process of bringing order 
to this area of the city.” 

The media reporters, looking around at each other, suddenly realize that they 
do not have access to this area because of the roadblocks, the sheriff’s office 
being in the greater San Clemente area. 

They respond excitingly, “How can we get a crew over there to film what is 
happening? Can you carry one of us embedded in a sheriff vehicle?” 

Miss Carne returns comment by saying, “That could be a possibility, but I will 
need time to clear it through our office and the local San Clemente police station. 
This will take a few minutes, if you please.” She starts to call the undersheriff 
again. 

In his meeting with the mayor a couple of days later, Hamilton Morrow came 
to possess the information needed to update Mayor Andrew King, “It’s the CDC 
that is the first line of defense against the bird flu. They work in cooperation with 
other federal agencies to locate and isolate the spread of infectious diseases into 
the United States. They are the agency who first issues the federal isolation or 
quarantine public health orders, which are enforced by fines or imprisonment.[8] 
Then, they cooperate with other federal, state and local law enforcement to carry 
out the action. Local law enforcement also joins forces to control the flow of 
persons who have had contact with infected people. Here, in Crane Lake, the 
sheriff’s department will probably supervise any spread of the virus, but our 
local police department may also be needed to oversee their small jurisdiction 
area.” 

The mayor interjects plainly, “I sure hope it doesn’t come here, as it would 
literally shut down commerce and interrupt almost everything: schools, tourism, 
hunting and fishing ... and then there're the feds, and I don’t like dealing with 
anything federal! They come riding in high with black SUVs, dressing in desert 
camo, and expecting everyone to bow and curtsy — it’s like a scene from an FBI 
movie. Nobody will get any sleep at all until they are all gone. Presently we’re 
just shuffling through their endless pain-in-the-butt paperwork dealing with 
endless regulation. But if they are here, then it’s ten times worse — they’re in 
our face! Our only safety valve is the local sheriff, who is an elected law 
enforcement agent and has the power to stonewall them ... and he should if they 
get too demanding!” 

Back on the Pacific Coast Expressway, a roadblock is set up at the 


intersection of California Highway 1. This is the most logical place for law 
enforcement to control traffic coming into San Clemente from the north. It is 
here that the news media also has an opportunity to get the first footage of an 
unprecedented government move of power to contain a dangerous pandemic 
virus. Satellite trucks and media personnel crowd the area around the roadblock 
to view the response of citizens trying to get into the city — or flee the area! 

In one incident, a man and his family with all their personal belongings 
loaded onto the back of their pickup truck, are stopped flat at the roadblock by 
the sheriff’s team, as they attempt to leave the city. “But Iam an American 
citizen, and I follow the Constitution—what you are doing is a violation of the 
U.S. Constitution; it violates the Bill of Rights ... I need to get my family out of 
here!” 

“We're sorry, sir,” the deputy informs, “this area is under quarantine as 
ordered by CDC, or Public Health Order number 989.” 

The sheriff’s department purposefully left enough room for cars to do a U- 
turn, which is what the confused motorist abruptly does. 

Next in line is a vocal legislative leader, “I am the legislative representative 
for the San Clemente district, and I need to get back to the Capital to oversee 
this quarantine — can I pass through?” 

“We’re sure sorry, Sir, but we have strict orders not to allow anyone except 
emergency personnel to pass,” a deputy blurts. 

The representative persists, “Well I will have to call the governor’s office 
then, what’s your name deputy?” 

The deputy smirks, “It’s Douglas McArthur! Look, sir, we couldn’t even let the 
governor past this roadblock!” 

The legislative leader sheepishly U-turns his vehicle and blows his horn as he 
drives away. Quickly contacting the state capital, he is informed of a loophole in 
the sheriff’s net; “Helicopter traffic is the only way out of the city,” his contact 
reveals. 

Fortunately for him, there is one privately run helicopter service at the 
airport, of which he immediately calls. He makes an immediate reservation to get 
himself, his wife and newborn on the next available flight for several thousand 
dollars - exactly two hours later. 

Most Midwesterners won’t dispute the fact that many Minnesotans are 
Lutheran; this fact featured in a famous public radio show that often uses 
Minnesota as its backdrop. Highlighted is the strange accent with expletives as 
“you betcha” and “okee-do-kee!” Minty-snow-tah, as it is affectionately known to 
by people who have lived there too long, has always preserved its own language 
and backwoods behaviors! It is not a secret in Crane Lake that many city 
government employees attend any one of the many Lutheran churches in town. 
There is a Lutheran church for each respective synod, and much like belonging 
to different mainline churches as far as Lutheran circles are concerned. City 


workers attending the same Lutheran church can have great advantages, as 
occasionally city business can be conducted ‘un-officially’ of course over the 
sumptuous cookies and coffee that the social committees offer each Sunday 
morning before church services commence—coffee and confectioneries are as 
Lutheran as the vestments that the pastor wears! At Garden of Remembrance 
Lutheran Church, one whole table in the fellowship hall is often a place of 
“fellowship” for the pastor and several city officials. 

“My church can get anything it wants,” the pastor often brags, “the mayor, 
the police chief, and the public works director all attend services. I only have to 
say, ‘I haven’t seen a snow plow today’ then suddenly, the street in front of the 
church looks beautiful, with plenty of salt!” 

But sometimes having so many key city employees going to the same church 
can have its disadvantages to other city workers who do not share the same 
beliefs or may be critical of its denominational practices. This once happened to 
the poor janitor who proceeded Timber Svendal, a Buck Johnson. He was once 
himself a Lutheran, but now was a backslidden alcoholic, and was openly critical 
of all Lutheran synods. He made a comment that all Lutheran churches are 
“dead — deader than door nails!” This was over-heard by another public works 
employee sitting across from him in the local coffee house; who shared the 
comment with his Lutheran boss; who passed it along to the Lutheran public 
works director; who shared it with the mayor, who is—Lutheran. Now the mayor 
has the power of the pen to hire and fire, and since Buck was an alcoholic — it 
wasn’t hard to get a charge against him of drinking on the job. 

“Employees are always complaining about his breath; he smells like a 
brewery,” the mayor grumbles to Buck’s boss, Luman Slater, after making a rare 
visit to the maintenance department; “give him a verbal warning and tell him 
that if you smell any alcohol again, he’s fired!” 

It didn’t take long for Luman to spot the smell of alcohol on Buck, as Luman 
relates to the mayor later on, “I just walked behind him after his return from 
lunch break a couple of days later and beer and smoke were still coming out of 
his nostrils. I gave him a written warning and waited another couple more days 
till it happened again - I fired him on the spot! Later, I hired Timber Svendal to 
take his place, as he had been waiting in line a whole year for the position.” 

According to the management staff, the unspoken policy is, “You better at 
least act like a Lutheran to stay long at city hall, and being Lutheran is the same 
as being a Minnesotan.” 

Back at the Santa Anna sheriff’s office, the public relations officer, after a 
brief pause from communicating with her boss on her cell phone, steps carefully 
up to the lectern. She clears her throat of a lazy frog, and speaks downward to 
the media reps, as if talking to a room full of children. “We will take one news 
representative from each of the news networks to the shopping center inside our 
quarantine zone of San Clemente where the looting is presently taking place. 


However, you will be under our strict orders, and you cannot, under any 
circumstances, have direct contact with the city inhabitants. You are considered 
embedded media in a warzone. You will follow us in an orderly procession in your 
news vans, as our deputies supervise your filming. If a deputy spots you speaking 
to the local inhabitants, you will be taken off to a quarantine center. Again, you 
will not have any contact with the local population, you will be wearing a facial 
mask and vinyl gloves, and you will follow our orders! A procession of vans will 
be set up in the sheriff’s parking lot where you will create a caravan to move into 
the quarantined city. But be prepared, what you will soon find out will shock 
you!” 

The media crews depart the lounge to their respective vans and begin 
following several sheriff cruisers. Nearing the looted shopping center areas, they 
film many shops with windows broken through over glass-covered sidewalks — 
obvious signs that looting in a high order is presently taking place. A gang of 
looters runs by with merchandise in hand, as the damage to a shop window done 
minutes before draws the attention of the sheriff’s deputies, the looters 
scrambling in five directions to avoid arrest. Suddenly, several local police 
cruisers from the San Clemente’s police department join the sheriff’s deputies, 
parking directly in line by the news crews to protect them from the people 
running with sticks. News crews recording the live conversations of the police as 
they shout orders to each other. A witness told the city police, that the bulk of 
the looters went into the area of the slums on the west side of the shopping 
center. One of the media vans then follows a sheriff vehicle to this neighborhood 
to film the action. The deputy stops cold in the dead center of this large 
government housing complex, the scene instantly revealing its own truth. 

“It’s a stinking ghost town!” The deputy speaks outloud into his shoulder- 
radio mic. 

The news crew begins taking live footage of the slum that shows absolutely 
no activity. 

“If there was anyone here, they’re now in scramble-town!” The deputy 
exclaims. 

News crews from the shopping area request permission from the sheriff’s 
deputies to film the vacated slum also. They all moved forward with a sheriff 
escort recording live footage of the ghost town, blasting it all over satellite 
television to national audiences. 

One media representative informs his audience excitedly, “We are here in 
San Clemente, California in what used to be a busy subdivision—what we’re 
finding is no human inhabitants at all in a subdivision of a city that is supposed to 
be under quarantine. Somehow in the last few hours, thousands of residences 
from the slum behind me, leaving no trace, apparently escaped from the 
quarantine area. Some cars still line the streets, but as sheriff’s deputies and 
local police have found out, many were able to drive their vehicles out of the city 


undetected on the backroads that lead through the many fruit groves. Many of 
them farmworkers, they know of back wagon trail routes that can link with main 
roads outside the quarantine area. We are now showing one of these backroads; 
it’s a primitive road that goes between two orchards. This road leads out to one 
of the main highways outside the quarantine area, and there are gates in some 
cases for them to drive through. But as we are showing here, the lock has been 
cut. It is impossible for the sheriff to patrol most of these hidden drives, as only 
farmworkers know how to effectively travel through from field to field. This is an 
alarming find for a city under quarantine, and this can only mean one thing - the 
bird flu epidemic is no longer contained, potentially traveling via persons who 
are violating Public Health Order number 998 to other cities in California and 
beyond!” 

News commentators immediately start shaping this developing news story 
with experts from the communicable disease centers, while updating the viewers 
on the eventuality of the spread of the bird flu following such a large migration of 
potentially infected people out of the quarantine area. 

“Well, there can be no containment of the virus with such a porous 
quarantine zone. We now have new information with demographics on who is 
living in this community. Many are undocumented workers, which means that 
they do not use credit cards, mainly using cash only for their purchases. So, 
there will be no way for law enforcement personnel to track their migration into 
the general population and cities that surround San Clemente. Some of these 
cities and counties are the largest in California. There is also the grave 
possibility that some of these undocumented workers will make their way back to 
Mexico, where many of them originate from, bringing the virus with them to 
their extended families. This could create an international epidemic spread of the 
disease,” a news expert on TV comments. 

“We now have a report from News 100’s on-the-scene reporter in San 
Clemente, go ahead, Helen”—“We just witnessed a long column of National 
Guard troops arriving near the subdivision in question. I talked to one of the lead 
drivers, and he admitted that they have been ordered there by the governor to 
bring a ‘total containment’ of the city and its environs. I’m Helen Brewster, Cable 
News 100, your Southern California breaking story leader.” Live video footage of 
the column of troops and trucks now flashes across the TV screens of the 
alarmed public. 

It was just another day for Timber Svendal; it was late, and almost the close 
of his janitor shift. Noticing Doc Boyd working late on some important project, he 
knocks politely and enters his office. He offers, “Just getting your garbage can.” 

Doc cocks his head and scoffs, “Shoot, I just can’t seem to copy anything 
anymore ... this stupid computer is out to lunch! When I tell it to copy, it sends 
the document to a number I faxed something to yesterday.” 

Timber analyzes the situation in his mind, and taking a guess, he shares, “It 


could be a computer virus; I just had one in my laptop. It lodged its way into my 
control panel, causing all kinds of problems.” 

Doc looks at him with a face of true recognition and blurts, “That’s probably 
it! I’ll call the computer geek and see if he can get over here tomorrow to locate 
it.” 

Timber smiles in recognition and wheels his janitor cart off down the hall to 
finish his nightly chores, but as he does, a brash of foul language suddenly 
vibrates through the walls from Doc Boyd’s office —“$%&#@! You stupid 
Z#P&@%! Oh, I can’t believe it. I feel like throwing this thing out the window!” 

His childish tirade is overheard by Susan Hendrilkut, who is also working 
late. She walks directly down to Doc’s office and pokes her head in the door, 
“Are you alright; what’s going on?” 

“Oh, X#P%Z@! I just faxed an in-house copy of the annual city finance report 
to the newspaper, by accident, of course. I don’t believe this stupid computer, 
when I tell it to copy, it does a fax instead,” Doc says. 

“Well, you better tell the mayor and make sure you stop by the newspaper 
office first thing tomorrow morning to see if they received your fax,” Susan 
suggests. 

“You bet I’ll be there first thing in the morning—with bells on my feet! What if 
they publish some of this stuff, the mayor’s salary is in this batch of paperwork,” 
he mourns. 

“Oh well, shouldn’t all that be public information anyway?” Susan adds. 

“Well, sure it is if they come in and ask for it. I just offered to them a// the 
finance numbers for the last year; al/ the city costs from air filters to gas in the 
police cars! We don’t want them to know some of these specifics; don’t we want 
to keep secret some of our perks?” Doc disparages. 

“Ok, ok, I get it, just settle down, I’ll go over there with you in the morning 
and be a witness to what the newspaper tells you about how they might want to 
handle this, go home now and try to get some sleep,” Susan counsels. 

“Oh, I’ll sleep alright, on a bag of rocks, especially after the mayor finds out 
about this. The newspaper will know exactly what his annual expense account 
looks like; oh Z@Y%$%!” Doc howls. 

Susan looks at him with eyes of empathic strength, having made her own 
major blunders on occasion. She offers, “I will meet you at the newspaper office 
at 8 a.m. sharp....” 

The next morning, Susan kept her appointment good-naturedly at the 
newspaper office, waiting for Doc Boyd to arrive. Doc was a few minutes late but 
did show up looking worse than ever - it was obvious, he had not slept all night. 

“Good morning, Susan,” he blurbs, as he slumps up to the circulation counter 
at the newspaper. 

Susan had already shared some of his previous night’s fax problem with the 
circulation director, making a request to talk to the newspaper editor. Doc Boyd 


began straightening up a little as he notices a tall cowboy-dressed figure 
emerging from the back office, sporting a Stetson hat, and displaying a confident 
smile. 

The editor comes to the front counter carrying a stack of fax copies in his 
hand, while chirping, “Good morning, Doc, I understand that you misfiled some 
documents to our office last night; here is the fax you sent to us.” 

The editor hands the stack of papers into Doc’s shaking hand, who inspects 
them. With a raspy voice, he inquires, “Did you make copies of it?” 

“Well ... yes we did, anything that comes to our office via fax is copied several 
times on its way through our production process,” the editor admits. 

“Well, how much of this are you planning to print?” Doc labors. 

“Oh, I don’t have an answer for that yet, we are consulting with our attorney 
on what we consider to be ‘public information.’ We’ll give you the benefit of the 
doubt though, and fax back to you a copy of the article we are planning to print 
within twenty-four hours of press time — that’s the best we can do,” the editor 
confirms. 

Doc turns a slow look at Susan and walks out of the office a very downbeaten 
and troubled man, not saying a word. He does not show up for work that 
morning; he didn’t even call in sick. Nobody had to call to check on him, as they 
knew that he would not be available for comment. Just after 9 a.m. the mayor, 
whistling his usual happy tune, strolls into his office and spots a memorandum 
left on his chair marked urgent from Susan Hendrilkut. It is standard procedure 
in city hall to leave time-critical memorandums directly on an employee’s chair to 
be sure they get the message before conducting any other business for the day. 
Mayor King speedily reads the professionally written paragraph of words: Last 
evening, Doc Boyd accidentally faxed the annual figures of the City finance 
report to the newspaper. We tried to get it back from the newspaper editor this 
morning, which we did. But he admitted to making copies and will be printing a 
story after he consults with the newspaper’s attorney. The mayor, within seconds, 
is standing like a Third World dictator at Susan’s desk! “Susan ... talk to me and 
tell me — this didn’t happen!” 

Susan looks slowly up and whispers, “I was with him at the newspaper office 
this morning, the editor did make copies of his misdirected fax of the annual 
finance numbers, and they are analyzing it to see if they can publish some of the 
more salient points. It could be worse, it could be some horrible domestic 
scandal of a city employee! How do you spell embarrassment ... H-O-R-S-E-M-A- 
N-U-R-E!” 

“Where is Doc Boyd, anyway?” The mayor questions. 

“He didn’t make it in. After I met him at the newspaper office this morning, 
he looked like a truck hit him when he left; he’s probably at home,” Susan offers. 

“Well, I’ll have to get a copy of this fax and look it over myself, then I’ll try to 
get him on the phone.” The mayor blurts. Then he picks up Susan’s desk phone, 


and dials nine and seven other digits, Doc picks up. 

“Doc, speak to me. What are the more salient points in this annual report?” 
The mayor requests. 

Doc moans. “Well, the first one is your expense account, I was careful to 
itemize it as much as I could, so they will know exactly where you buy gas and 
where you drink coffee. That alone could show that you favor one business over 
another.” 

The mayor probes, “So how long till they print the article?” 

Doc speaks carefully, “Not too long; they probably don’t want us to have time 
to react with our city attorney; they said they would give us a twenty-four hour 
notice with a faxed copy of what they plan to release. I am so sorry, sir, my 
computer faxed the copy when I tried to copy the documents—It’s a virus; I 
called the computer guy, and he’ll be by today.” 

The mayor then gives another reason for his call, “Can I get a copy of these 
faxed documents?” 

Doc responds, “I’ll run a copy for you within the hour and drop it off at Rose’s 
desk for you.” 

The mayor thanks him, hangs up Susan’s desk phone and goes back to his 
office to tackle the more important tasks of running a city. “Stupid newspaper!” 
He growls, as he plops down into his tall leather chair and looks to the ceiling for 
relief. 

Mexican authorities expectedly keep watch on mainstream American news 
networks, but after a diet of fearmongering, they take less than twenty-four 
hours to order Mexican troops to appear on the border between San Diego, 
California and Tijuana, Mexico. This followed an emergency high level meeting in 
their capital, where a decision for an immediate response to react to the possible 
international spread of the bird flu through their northern border with California 
was imminent. Traffic crossing the border at customs into Mexico came to a 
sudden halt by the presence of Mexican troops, the presence of troops touting a 
definite challenge to U.S. sovereignty! Correspondingly, the U.S. Congress 
became flooded with calls of concerned citizens regarding thousands of 
undocumented workers on the loose carrying, the plague! A Congressional 
committee goes immediately into overdrive over the security concerns, as the 
House of Representatives committee on Homeland Security falls into a special 
session. 

“A display of domestic action will be needed within forty-eight hours!” One 
senator shouting to another at the high-level security meeting. 

The chairman of the committee, Texas congressman Derek Phelps, e-mails 
their unanimous recommendation to the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, as 
the president takes his seat at their table. Not taking too long, the president 
issues an order calling on governors in the southern border states to activate 
their National Guard troops to patrol all roads within one hundred miles of the 


U.S.-Mexican border. FEMA, under presidential supervision, begins activation of 
concentration camps, or in their politically correct terms, refreshment centers. 
In the Southwestern states, they are brought online to be fully operational with 
staff. Any undocumented workers apprehended by law enforcement or National 
Guard troops are immediately brought to these FEMA emergency centers, 
placing them under quarantine. In another unprecedented move, and in response 
to the Mexican military assembling at the Tijuana border crossing, General Hank 
Breck, chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, advises the other Joint Chiefs to send 
regular U.S. Military troops to the same sector to thwart off any possibility of 
Mexico’s army advancing across the border. The Commander in Chief, Jared 
Wisner agrees and issues the order. Straightaway from Texas to California, 
American National Guard troops begin patrolling border roads, and, in the case 
of Southern California, regular army troops assemble as a show of strength in 
the face of the Mexican armed threat. News outlets commence buzzing news 
reports from these sectors, while live video displays of long troop columns 
descend upon the porous border, filling television screens. 

Gabriela, a news reporter in San Diego, reports, “It looks like a military 
confrontation today here in San Diego County as American troops gather en 
masse at the border to face off with Mexican militia only a half mile away, 
displaying flags and the threatening cannons of armored vehicles. Marching 
troops are seen via satellite along Tijuana’s main arteries. I have information 
from a reliable Pentagon source that a military confrontation with Mexico may 
occur if undocumented workers keep slipping across the border bringing the 
virus south into one of Mexico’s largest border cities, Tijuana. The Mexican 
Armed Forces could move into Southern California and Arizona with the purpose 
of creating a roadblock area of 250 miles to stop any further undocumented 
worker incursions into Mexico, violating U.S. territory. This in response to 
several thousand undocumented workers who fled the quarantine zone in San 
Clemente, just to the north of Tijuana. We have a news reporter embedded in the 
local sheriff department there, so let’s go over to see what is happening.” 

“Thank you, Gabriela, Iam here in San Clemente’s former downtown district. 
It is an absolute ghost town now, and as you can see on the screen behind me - 
National Guard troops are moving along the main highway through town and are 
setting up roadblocks on any streets leading out of the city. Charity agencies are 
here, as you can see to my right, setting up a distribution center of rations for 
the remaining inhabitants trapped under a federal quarantine. I am told that the 
quarantine will last another forty-eight hours, long enough for the health officials 
to determine if anyone else has contracted the dangerous and sudden virus 
illness of the bird flu. Residents of this area are asked to be patient and observe 
the rules of the federal quarantine,” the news reporter finalizes. 

The mayor of Crane Lake made a request for his secretary to place a call to 
Hamilton Morrow, asking him immediately to meet him in his office at City Hall. 


Rose Bussey makes the call — “Hello?” 

Morrow answers. “Sir, this is Rose at City Hall ... the mayor wanted me to 
call and request that you meet him as soon as possible at his office — can you 
make it in?” 

“Yup, I'll be right over.” Morrow assures. Morrow put down the domestic 
house project of cleaning out some old files and redirects his focus to City Hall — 
just a five-minute boat ride from his estate home on Bear Island. Entering 
through the front doors of the city office wing, Rose leads him immediately to the 
mayor’s office. 

She taps lightly on the open door, announcing with a look of concern — “Sir, 
Mr. Morrow is here.” 

The mayor stands up and waves Mr. Morrow over to one of the comfortable 
oversized leather chairs in front of a circular coffee table, saying, “Rose, can you 
get us a cool refreshment from the employee lounge: a soda for me and whatever 
my guest would like.” 

Morrow looks up at Rose, and speaks frankly, “Any herbal tea will do.” 

As they both sit in the cushy, comfortable leather chairs, using his television 
remote control device, the mayor selects the cable news channel inching the 
sound down low, so they can discuss what is displayed on the screen: video of the 
troop movements on both sides of California’s southern border near San Diego. 

“I suppose you have heard about the latest developments in California; it 
looks like this bird flu is becoming an international event. Do you suppose that it 
could spread to our state?” The mayor probes. 

Morrow, looking quite somber, enters the discussion. “It probably will. These 
undocumented workers, knowing that both sides of the border are now blocked, 
have no other choice but to visit friends and family who are working in other 
states. They in turn will spread the virus to all parts of the Midwest, as we have 
seen undocumented workers previously in our area during the summer months, 
working on maintenance crews or in landscaping and food service. Some resorts 
hire them and pay them discounted wages under the table. For lodging, they rent 
a house with up to fifteen people living together, creating a Petri dish 
environment. I mean, their living arrangements are obvious when you see over 
ten cars parked all over the yard. And some of them do not own transportation, 
so each car represents up to two people. When they come to our city, they will 
stay in one of these multi-family dwellings and transfer the bird flu to the rest of 
the people living there. Then, they will go to work at the local resorts and infect 
everyone else working there.” 

The mayor with concern inquires, “So, what do you think we as a city 
government can do to protect the legal citizens that live here from a morass of 
humanity that is carrying a dangerous virus into our environs?” 

“Well,” Morrow counsels, “the only person you should be talking to right now 
is the sheriff. Find out if he has any contingency plans given to him by the feds 


and the Department of Homeland Security. The sheriff is the last line of defense 
for us against the local spread of the virus — unless the governor gets involved 
and calls out the National Guard. But chances are, he’ll only concentrate on the 
major city environs further south of us.” 

“T’ll get over there and talk to the sheriff as soon as I can get an 
appointment,” the mayor finalizes. 

Morrow sits back and takes a cup of tea off the tray that Rose earlier snuck 
in, as the mayor picks up his armchair phone to makes another request of her 
—“Ah, Rose, please get the sheriff’s secretary on the phone for me, pronto.” 

The mayor tips his soda, washing down a long drink with a sigh, admitting, “I 
never thought I would be dealing with such a potential catastrophe when I took 
this job. We need to discuss what some of the other problems will be, so I can 
have my staff go over them and lay out some possible contingencies.” 

Morrow offers, “Your next call should be to major charities who can supply 
the city with emergency food and water supplies in the event of a business and 
public infrastructure collapse. If public works or private enterprise employees 
get too sick to go to work, then everything could be affected, from garbage 
collection to power generation — there could be massive brownouts. I would look 
at each of the major public and private service sectors and plan a kind of backup 
contingency. For example, if the power goes out, do you have emergency power 
generation at any of the public buildings? How about the hospital?” 

“Darn, that’s good advice! I’ll get the staff to start checking these things 
immediately!” The mayor quips. 

Hamilton Morrow then spends the next hour discussing every possible public 
and private sector interruption. The mayor fills up several pages of notes to 
convey to his staff. 

At the close of the meeting, the mayor makes another request to Rose, 
directing her, “Rose, call the city staff together this afternoon for an emergency 
meeting a two o’clock sharp!” 

It isn’t a long drive to the sheriff’s office from Crane Lake’s city hall, and not 
too far south from the city is the substation of the greater St. Louis County 
sheriff’s jurisdiction - the main office being over a hundred miles south in the 
scenic city of Duluth. The sheriff himself came upstate on a routine visit to Ely, 
Minnesota, where it is also the gateway of the Boundary Waters Canoe Area 
Wilderness, just a quick click to the north. The mayor, within an hour after he 
had made the appointment, drove down to meet with the St. Louis County Sheriff 
in the humble rundown substation at the conclusion of Ely’s Main Street. The 
sheriff, Erick Ness, greets Mayor Andrew King with a huge handshake with 
callused, worn hands, resembling a farmer. They both meet in a private office to 
discuss “something pressing,” as the mayor described to him when scheduling 
the appointment. 

“Well, it’s been months since I have been all the way up to the northern 


regions of the county, and I sure hope all is under control,” the sheriff prods. 

“Yes, it was Pax-Max (an old Roman Empire term for maximum peace) until I 
turned the news on this morning! Are you updated on the California situation?” 
The mayor probes. 

“Yes, I have been briefed, and from what I can get, it doesn’t look 
manageable. I’ve obtained concerning e-mails from the Department of Homeland 
Security and the CDC. I understand that the CDC is issuing a public health order 
for a quarantine of San Clemente, California. If the virus spreads to our state, we 
could see the same kind of order applied here. We do have a regular flow of 
undocumented workers who seasonally work in our farm fields harvesting the 
state’s crops, especially in Southern Minnesota, and some stay all year working 
in various other service jobs. So, yes, there is a potential for an outbreak here. 
You see, the undocumented workers have a sort of underground railroad, 
nationwide to all farm employment areas, and they openly house each other 
through a word-of-mouth network. A California farmworker can easily find 
housing in Minnesota to work seasonally in one of our farm fields for a harvest, 
where he can then move on to another state to be housed there to share that 
state’s harvest. They can literally jump from state to state doing seasonal 
harvests, and that annually,” the sheriff reveals. 

“What the mayor needs to know, specifically, is what sort of action can be 
taken locally regarding undocumented workers roaming the state with a 
dangerous virus. He digs, “Is there anything that law enforcement can do 
regarding these free-roaming virus carriers?” 

The sheriff, looking somber, admits, “Well, yes, there is ... you will want to 
share what I am about to tell you with your police chief. The sheriff’s department 
is told that there are several government-refreshment centers in our state. These 
were former army bases that were converted over to FEMA-run concentration 
camps. There are over 800 of these prison camps nationwide. They are fully 
operational, fully staffed, and ready to receive prisoners. They are operated by 
FEMA in case martial law is declared. This is known as the Rex 84 program. It is 
established on the reasoning that if large numbers of illegal aliens crossed the 
U.S.-Mexican border, they can promptly be rounded up and detained in one of 
these detention centers.[9] We now have the perfect outbreak scenario. There 
are thousands of undocumented workers, and many of whom may be infected by 
a dangerous pathogen, where they may carry infection to family or friends in 
other states via the underground housing network, after fleeing the quarantined 
area in San Clemente. You can almost bet that if the virus spreads in this 
direction from California, an operation will speedily be implemented through law 
enforcement channels to gather them up!” 

Mayor Andrew King then makes a prompt call on his cellphone to Police Chief 
Nelson Fedo—“Hey Nelson ... I need to meet with you as soon as I get back to 
the city center this afternoon. Can we catch a cup of coffee together in the 


employee lounge?” 

“You bet, what’s up?” Nelson inquires. 

“T’ll update you when I get there, as we have a developing quarantine 
situation, and you will need to hear about it before it arrives. I’ll see if the sheriff 
can also meet with us there ... see you then.” The mayor puts down his phone. 

Sheriff Ness picks up a piece of paper and hands it to the mayor, a copy of 
directives from the Department of Homeland Security. The mayor studies it 
briefly and asks, “Can I get a copy of this for Chief Fedo? It will help him see 
what to expect when the feds move in.” 

Ness cautions, “Be forewarned, it won’t be a pretty scene. Sometimes the 
feds can be very demanding and threatening. One sheriff in Arizona, Joe Arpaio, 
stood up against them concerning illegal immigration. He was charged with 
criminal contempt, only later to be pardoned by the president himself.” 

Situated inside the main offices of the Crane Lake City Hall is a fishbowl-like 
glass room, visible from all sides by the entire staff and any citizens who may be 
ambling by in the main hallway; the purpose of this room is to keep everyone 
honest. In an age where pseudo lawsuits can surface over improprieties, having 
a glass meeting room is essential, especially if that meeting deals with members 
of the general public! It is here that the chief of police, the mayor and the sheriff 
are seated to discuss possible contingencies for the oncoming plague. 

“Well, Erick, what will be the framework for our officers in apprehending 
undocumented workers in our city,” the police chief asks the sheriff, who advises, 
“Tam leaving you a copy of this prepared document from Homeland Security, as 
it outlines procedures for action and the arrest of people who are here in our 
country illegally. It, in kind, models the old Arizona law passed a few years ago 
but never enforced by their socialist governor who vetoed it. If your officers have 
a reason for stopping someone who has broken a law, you are authorized to 
check their immigration status by asking for the usual forms of identification - 
you may ask them directly this question, ‘are you an American citizen?’ If they 
refuse to answer and cannot show any usual identification, like a driver’s license 
or state ID, then you are authorized to bring them into custody for questioning. 
Some will later be sent to a federal camp. The refreshment camps are now set up 
and operational, active with staff and soldiers. We have one in Duluth at the old 
federal airbase, which can be used as a transfer zone. Another refreshment 
center is at Camp Ripley in Little Falls, a major federal facility where there will 
be no shortage of bed space - your job is simply to enforce the law! So, if you 
locate and find an undocumented worker in a traffic stop, then send them 
immediately to the fed camp. You should know that any laws they have broken 
locally will be rescinded as they enter federal custody, and that is fine with me, 
as we don’t want to have to fill our jails and our police files with paperwork on 
these people. You should note, though, that if they are undocumented, they could 
be carrying the dangerous bird flu virus. Face masks and plastic gloves should be 


worn by officers who suspect, in any way, that the person they are stopping may 
be illegal. I might add, the sheriff’s department will be cooperating fully with the 
DHS.” 

“Thanks, Erick, we’ll be working right alongside you,” Chief Fedo assures. 

“Well, let us get on to some other topics of concern,” the mayor interjects, 
“what about charity organizations who can support our communities with 
services? What agencies will be coming to our aid as we face possible 
government shutdowns due to employee illness?” 

The sheriff pulls out a list of charitable organizations from his briefcase and 
hands it to the mayor, confirming, “You can bet on the usual church 
organizations and a couple of regular non-profits. It will amaze you how much 
food some of these NGOs can produce through their nationwide networks, literal 
trailers full!” 

The mayor nods with a smile. 

With all this activity going on nationwide, there is another type of virus 
spreading through City Hall, a meddling sub-librarian; she’s in everyone’s 
business, especially if she gets her radar fixed in someone’s direction. A once 
free citizen can lose all their library privileges by a sudden frown on her face, 
followed by an instant call to the police desk, summoning an officer of the law to 
come and inspect a library user’s behavior—she is drunk with power on her city 
hall reign! Most unwary ‘troublemakers’ catch on that she is scrutinizing them 
and leave the building, most to never return again. They smartly avoid a police 
confrontation as they drive down the road to the next town to transfer their 
library privileges. One man got fresh with her, noticing that her public presence 
is quite attractive with an adornment of high fashion red hair. This Don Juan lost 
his library privileges for a whole year, being banned by her official order! He, 
along with several other banned library users, drive thirty minutes to Ely, 
Minnesota to use their uninhibited library services. Word travels rapidly around 
the library subculture of the city population, many people, already with police 
records, know the mess this lady can create with her suspicions; they avoid the 
library altogether. 

“She just stares at me, it makes me nervous!” One patron admits. 

The regular librarian, who herself sits in a position to gather local news, 
handles it in such a way that everyone appreciates her updates—they love her! 
But the sub-librarian uses such news against others, her tongue being a flame of 
fire that can fuel gossip, leveling people with one blast of the hot coals burning 
on her gumline. In her quest also to be knowledgeable on subjects to feed her 
suspicions, she reads many of the most popular crime mystery novels. She reads 
mostly during the slow patron traffic flows. As a result, she has a red flag modem 
that she falls into whenever anyone acts strangely or steps on one of her political 
toes—they become possible spies! One of her most recent victims is a city 
employee who accidentally fell asleep in her domain while reading the daily 


newspaper. He was lounging in one of the comfortable leather chairs while on his 
lunch break. 

“T heard rumors,” she said to another city employee, “that he has been known 
to nap in his office chair while on the job!” 

It was not long before the rumor mill in city hall was rife with made-up 
stories of his “sleeping” activities. 

“He sometimes sleeps in his car in the rear parking lot,” the sub-librarian 
exaggerates to another city employee, “at least that is what one of the library 
patrons shared with me.” 

In a brief time, these rumors sprouted wings, landing on the human resource 
manager’s desk as scribbled notes. The unwary city employee, who once 
innocently took a nap in the library lounge chair, now joins the ranks of others 
with former name plaques in a drawer to the side of Rose Bussey’s busy desk. 
Saved here is a collection of replaceable name plaques of former employees, 
some victims of the well-fed rumor mill. These plaques with former employee 
names are piled high in Rose’s drawer, why she keeps them is nobody’s idea — 
perhaps it is a nostalgia thing. But now, the sub-librarian is on to Hamilton 
Morrow, and he is aware of it. Fortunately for him, she is just an occasional 
replacement-librarian who takes over for the regular librarian on her occasional 
sick days ... days in which she is not formerly sick, but off to the nearest big city, 
Duluth, shopping and socializing with friends. The sub-librarian, after devouring 
her latest spy novel, a book about the Russian SVR (Russian intelligence) being 
on friendly terms with CIA agents, can’t trust anyone who is former CIA! Morrow 
is alert to catch her glancing when he occasionally stops into the library to read 
the latest market newspaper, easily reading her thoughts behind those eagle 
eyes—he is retired CIA. The sub-librarian’s demeanor is always professional and 
exquisitely pleasant when he is by her desk. But behind the facade, he knows she 
has placed him into a file in her mind of the worst offenders; joining the ranks of 
one library patron who recently appeared with the temples of his head shaved. 
He is, of course, totally innocent of her label, an outpatient from a local hospital 
operation. Following a tumor operation on his brain, the shaved area on his 
temple is due to a hospital procedure to place electrodes to monitor brain waves. 

The sub-librarian, suspicious of his presence, calls the police station to have 
the man checked out, “He is making me so nervous, just the way he is looking at 
me.” 

The operation had also left him susceptible to brief periods of daydreaming, 
where he sometimes just stands in one position and stares straight ahead. The 
police desk sends Officer Congdon down to question the man, who does appear 
to be a little confused but generally harmless. 

The sub-librarian tells the officer, “He could be an escapee from the regional 
mental hospital.” 

Officer Congdon, being experienced in handling confused people, 


immediately can see that the man really needs some gentle patience and 
understanding. Congdon makes him more comfortable by seating him outside the 
library in the public commons area, an area adjacent to the library. The sub- 
librarian now shifts her focus to Hamilton Morrow, he is next on a red list of 
suspicious Characters in the sub-librarian’s brain. She does not care that he is on 
City Council; to her, he is a spy, and she begins her next ready-to-be-published 
series of acts. 

She immediately launches her harsh campaign of suspicions to other city 
employees, whosoever has a listening ear. “He says that he is former CIA, but 
how do we know that for sure? Maybe he is a double agent: a Russian spy posing 
as an American!” 

The only defense to these suspicions is that Morrow is a close friend of the 
mayor and has the credentials to prove his former professional experience in the 
CIA, which had been made public during his own election to the council! 
However, the sub-librarian’s mind is now in “red flag mode,” and Morrow is in 
her scope—no one else matters to her now, as Morrow is on the dead list! The 
opening salvo turning to rumor, spouts flames that Morrow, “could be a Russian 
spy.” This finds its way to Morrow himself through the mayor’s secretary ... she 
laughs out loud when she hears it, relaying it over to Morrow, who then activates 
his cognitive CIA tracking skills, carefully mapping out in his mind the source of 
such a lunatic report. His mind relates: Jet me see, the last time I was in the 
library the sub-librarian placed a book on the must-read shelf in plain view of me 
about a Russian spy. She is a crafty player to be avoided. He immediately stops 
using the library and takes time to go online to order his periodicals and 
newspapers. Deciding in his mind, it’s probably better to have them delivered to 
my home than face an enemy more dangerous than the Russian SVR! She can’t 
make me lose my job on the city council, only the voters can do that! But she can 
sure get things stirred up, and it only takes one person to drive a tank—she 
drives it well, with hair curlers spinning! 

Back in Southern California, quarantine operations shift to military control 
following a recent military directive passed in December 2010, giving a military 
commander jurisdiction for a “Total Force Mission,” DOD directive 3025.18. 
Under this directive, a federal military commander can assist local civil 
authorities with arms and ammunition to quell unexpected civil unrest when 
local authorities are unable to contain quarantine perimeters.[10] Under this 
new authority, National Guard troops in Southern California commence stopping 
and asking for the ID’s of drivers — a surprising number of halts yield 
undocumented civilians. 

“Move them to the nearest federal facility,” an Army general barks to his 
troops, “all undocumented civilians must be relocated to federal facilities by 
order of the Department of Homeland Security, so you are authorized to do so.” 

An Army captain replies, “Yes, sir! We need to get a troop carrier to our post 


here, sir, we have already detained over thirty people.” 

“T’ll have you a troop carrier in a half hour, just keep them to the side of the 
road for now,” the general growls. 

Inside the general’s RV, a television being monitored by the general’s staff 
features a news reporter on the screen reporting, “Military units now control the 
streets of Southern California near the border of Mexico. If viewers can stay out 
of the area, it would be best to do so. With so many roadblocks at key 
intersections, traffic is crippled, and waiting lines are the new norm. If you are 
out and about for medicines and other necessities, make sure you allow extra 
time to get to your destination. Also, make certain that you carry a valid driver’s 
license on your person, or unfortunately you will be taken, by order of DOD 
directive 3025.18, to a federal processing camp. It will take time to get youa 
release, as your family will have to bring in the correct documentation — three 
forms of ID - you could be held there for several days.” 

Back in Crane Lake, the city clerk, Bell Fleck, and her secretary watch the 
same national broadcast. Gasping with disbelief and trying not to squeal, Bell 
whispers, “Can this come to our town?” 

“Well, I’m not sure, but I suppose if the virus spreads this way, the feds will 
have to take drastic measures,” the secretary exhales. 

Then Bell pleads, “I think we need to get our Bible study group together this 
week and spend some time praying.” 

The secretary chirps, “I’ll send out an urgent e-mail request and get things 
rolling tomorrow for lunch at the Northern Pike Café.” She motions her 
computer mouse into position. 

“Yes, the sooner, the better,” Bell agrees while viewing into the same 
computer screen. 

That same afternoon Bell schedules her Bible study, the street prophets, Nate 
and Jeremiah, are holding an extemporaneous meeting at the lakefront park. 
They always had an automatic audience of downtown workers using the picnic 
tables on sunny days for a scenic outdoor lunch break. Nate and Jeremiah stand 
at the empty stage that overlooks the picnic area, as it is the perfect venue for 
the two street preachers. The two prophets are conscious, though, of respecting 
the privacy of those using the park, for they do not want to chase them away! 
They, through the prophetic school of years, on top of experience, have earned 
the personal Identification of Prophets—at least this they knew in their own 
minds. After all, how many people in Churchianity had the metal to stand in the 
middle of a park, talking at the top of their voices, while making fools out of 
themselves in the eyes of the public! Thus, like the prophets of old, they proclaim 
the unmovable word of the day to sometimes unwilling listeners. On occasion, 
park users will heckle back with angry, sharp words. But on this day, there 
appears more willing ears. 

Nate walks up confidently on the stage, starting his presentation with current 


news. “Southern Californians are faced with a strict quarantine, road blocks have 
gone up, and infected carriers of the bird flu have jumped road blocks and 
barriers - they are capable of carrying the virus to other states. Most of the 
people who fled the quarantine area are undocumented farmworkers, thought to 
be seeking asylum through their farm network in other states. America faces a 
serious situation as the bird flu is no longer contained.” Nate now has the 
attention of everyone in the park, as Nate’s son Jeremiah reads a portion from 
the Book of Revelation: 

And I looked and behold a pale horse; and his name that sat on him was 
Death, and Hell followed with him. And power was given unto them over the 
fourth part of the earth, to kill with sword, and with hunger, and with death, and 
with the beasts of the earth.[11] 

“Thanks, Jeremiah,” Nate speaks like a radio announcer getting ready to give 
his next news report, “this pale horse written here in the text could possibly be 
green, that is, if you translate the original Greek language correctly. Now pale, 
as the English King James version says, is one thing. We can all relate to a pale 
facial color, but green creates a whole new picture in our minds, especially when 
this portion of scripture refers to a plague! Gangrene occurs when the skin dies 
and turns black or green. I think you can all get the picture that such a green 
plague could be spreading across America by those who have already invaded 
our land, the undocumented workers! This is purely the judgment of God, as His 
judgments are perfect. I could probably tell you several reasons why this green 
judgment has come upon us. But the bottom line, God is not naive about what 
goes on in secret. Just because something is done behind closed doors cannot 
mean that it will go unnoticed. I will not stand here and list a whole block of 
known sins, as many of us know some of the sins of the land. What many 
Americans are unaware of, is the underhanded sins of our secret government, 
and this weighs heavily on the current judgment of God on the land. Most of you 
will never know the sinister sins of the intelligence agencies. These are the 
agencies: the CIA, the NSA, military intelligence ... these purport to protect 
America, when instead they use their cloak of national security to murder, extort, 
assassinate world leaders, run secret wars, and supply weapons and ammunition 
around the globe to Third World countries. Also on their list of transgressions are 
huge pipelines of illegal drugs into our country that they sell on the streets to 
innocent children, greedily raising more money to shore up their congressional 
budget shortfalls. And there are still other illegal activities that I have not even 
mentioned.” Jeremiah then reads Psalm 145:20, which says 

“The Lord preserveth all them that love him: but all the wicked will he 
destroy.”[12] 

“God’s judgments are perfect!” Nate finalizes his comments, and the two 
prophets kneel on the stage to pray for the mercy of God on the land. “Oh Lord 
God of our fathers, grant mercy to thy people in this time of testing. Awaken the 


population to a repentance that will save them from the judgments upon the 
land.” 

Following his meeting with the sheriff and police chief, the mayor briskly 
meets with his staff in the cafeteria, where they all take advantage of taxpayer 
funded coffee with loads of parties. Present is the city clerk, the city attorney, the 
head of the planning department, the public works director, the code compliance 
manager and the head of the maintenance department: Bell Fleck, Opie Kinney, 
Courtney Cannady, Billy Beck, Dell Bailey, and Luman Slater respectively. 

Mayor King elaborates, “I am here today to alert all of you that the ordinary 
business of the city will be suspended until our nation can deal with the bird flu 
epidemic. We will all become a team to coordinate work with the civil defense 
authorities, the local charities, the police department, the sheriff, and the feds, 
as we will also probably have federal employees or military walking into our 
building. You can expect to work long hours; some helping in the distribution of 
food and other supplies to the public. I invited my colleague, Hamilton Morrow, 
to meet with us today to give us a clear understanding of what may be 
transpiring here in our corner of the world. Hamilton worked for the CIA before 
retiring and may have some deeper knowledge for us about what is happening, 
or what to expect.” 

Hamilton clears his throat, “Hm, many of you have seen the images on 
television of military units moving into California and the southern border, and 
you may have never seen such movements of military machinery on American 
streets You may be wondering how the feds got the authorization to do so? Well, 
back in 2010 a Department of Defense directive was signed, creating a Defense 
Support of Civil Authority, or DSCA. With this new authority, military 
commanders have authority, in an extraordinary emergency, to provide military 
support to local civil authorities; this support can come in the form of guns and 
bullets. Thus, DSCA is a total military force support mission against any civil 
unrest which could involve subduing the American public. I think what we can 
expect is army troops and National Guard patrolling our streets, while at the 
same time, supporting the local police department and sheriff. It may make you 
uncomfortable to see military machinery rolling down main street - you can bet 
they will take up an office here at our city hall! We will be asked to coordinate 
the charities who will assist in getting emergency food and water to the 
population. The main sources of supply to the box stores will be slowed or cut off 
when the military places in their roadblocks. The police and military will also be 
searching for undocumented workers. People will be checked at roadblocks for 
current ID’s while they search for any lawbreakers or persons with active 
warrants. What we are truly dealing with is the closing stages of America as we 
know it under totalitarian police powers! These emergency contingency plans 
have been in place amongst the military and federal government for many years. 
And worse, the feds have made deals with the United Nations and the elitists to 


hand sovereignty of our country over to international interests. The bird flu is 
simply a good excuse for them to enact their goal of global government controls; 
it is unlikely that the wheels will ever be turned back to allow for American 
sovereignty. In 1961 the Kennedy administration ordered the report from Iron 
Mountain. This report studies the contingencies of world peace, moving from an 
era of war to an era of total peace.[13] World peace is a cloak implementation of 
world socialism. The report points out that over time, it is historically proven, 
that war is the glue that keeps nation-states together. So, without war, in an era 
of peace, socialism will take over. I should highlight that socialism is really a 
mask for some of the other ‘isms’ like Marxism and communism. So, during a 
time when peace is declared amongst nations, socialism will rise. I think this is 
what is happening now under the umbrella of the United Nations. We see a UN 
army forming and getting stronger—now close to 100,000 uniformed 
peacekeepers! In stealth, Agenda 21 is weaving its way into communities across 
the nation, which is really an eco-legislative land grab, and putting a great 
number of former private lands under the control of one federal agency, the 
BLM. This I call the Bureau of Former Private Property Mismanagement. Here 
they use the Wildlands Project, or their assumed powers over water, endangered 
species, and grazing rights, to grab land from farmers. Then they place it under 
the management of a federal bureaucracy. What they are doing is criminal, as 
they often redistribute these sometimes mineral-rich properties off to their crony 
buddies for them to make huge profits with. It’s a federal agency totally out of 
control! And then they are given police-powers, as they drive official law 
enforcement vehicles, making them extremely intimidating. Frankly, I have seen 
enough of it![14] The same year that the report from Iron Mountain was ordered, 
another report came out from the Department of State, #7277, called Freedom 
from War - the United States Program for a General and Complete Disarmament 
in a Peaceful World. This report outlines a three-step process in disarming the 
American military and setting up one army under the UN. This new military 
authority will be the peacekeepers of the world, where all weapons of mass 
destruction will be eliminated, except those required by the UN to keep the 
peace. Keeping world peace will require all states to bow to the UN policy of ‘no- 
use-for-nationalized-armed-forces.’ Average citizens will be disarmed so that the 
UN can keep the peace over the public who may dare to raise an eyebrow to a 
unilateral force.[15] Here is a scenario under the guise of the UN’s new army: 
America will be divided into districts to be controlled by Russia, China, Mexico, 
and Great Britain. Their troops will come over our borders under the charter of a 
UN peacekeeping force. What I am about to share with you is very confidential 
and secret. Remember, I am retired from the CIA and still have sources, or close 
associates who share information with me. The United Nations will use the 
excuse of the ‘bird flu’ to penetrate our borders for humanitarian reasons, 
granting assistance. Their Russian troops, bearing blue helmets on their heads, 


will penetrate deep into the Midwest with their navy on the Great Lakes. They 
will take every port from Cleveland, Ohio to Duluth, Minnesota, just to the south 
of us. Here, troops will pile off the ships and will begin to move south into the 
heart of America. Then, the Red Chinese will take Seattle and will begin troop 
movements inland, into the Northwestern United States, taking all of Washington 
State, Oregon, Idaho, and Montana, while splitting the Dakotas with Russia. 
Next, the Mexican army will push into California and will claim Arizona, and New 
Mexico. Our old British allies will claim the Northeastern United States and East 
Coast, or the original 13 colonies, which they lost in the American Revolution. 
What is left will be part of the lesser America with a new capital at Denver, 
Colorado, and governed by a puppet president; who will, under threat and 
duress, be a water-boy for the UN. American citizens who will not cooperate will 
be forcefully disarmed, with many carried off to refreshment centers - really 
concentration camps. Freedom will be surrendered to a regional global 
government, possibly the North American Union, or a merger of the U.S., 
Canada, and Mexico. Now, I know, much of this sounds impossible, but when 
freedom is lost over military power under the approval of the NDAA, it’s a 
forgone conclusion.” 

The city attorney with his legal mind had to ask, “Why would America’s army 
stand down to UN troops?” 

Morrow adjusts himself in his comfortable leather chair and continues by 
stating, “This is easy to understand, when as recently as September 2013, the 
U.S. secretary of state, Dick Perry, signed the UN treaty on arms regulation. This 
is a direct affront on the U.S. Constitution’s Second Amendment and the right to 
bear arms. A side note, the treaty was not ratified later by the congress, but 
Perry did sign it! This could give the UN authority to come into our country and 
‘grab-the-guns’ in a national emergency they create! All that would be needed is 
a false-flag operation setup, in such a way, as to grant them permission to do so. 
What we have developing with the bird flu could be that false-flag. And yes, there 
is one scenario which would guarantee a violent response from the American 
public - the seizure of private weapons! This event would escalate into a seven- 
year civil war. This is exactly what FEMA is preparing for—as recent as October 
2013, they have been stockpiling twenty-two million pouches of emergency 
water, with millions spent on MRE’s and antibiotics. Federal agencies have also 
been noticed buying millions of rounds of hollow point ammunition. There is one 
report that some 386,000 UN peacekeepers were given a course on CONUS: 
urban warfare, U.S. weapon systems, and learning the English language. The 
final nail in the coffin is news of the government rehearsing of grid Ex2, or how 
to respond to an EMP attack on our national grid. This all happened in a short 
time in 2013 and was an alarm signal to any of us watching the changes in 
Washington.[16] In short, it appears the government was undermined by several 
corrupt agencies: FEMA, the BLM (Bureau of Land Management), the DHS, the 


Pentagon and State Department. Using these agencies as vehicles, they are 
preparing to crush the American Republic and its sovereignty, along with any 
citizen militias who want to challenge them. They will use UN, blue helmet 
troops, specifically the Chinese who are trained to be brutal, as their policemen 
to enforce their global agenda. They will skillfully put much pressure on the 
POTU.S., making him a pawn in the hands of the UN while this is launched.” 

The city attorney suddenly leaps from his chair, and while pointing his index 
finger, begins to expound on the presidential argument of the sworn oath of 
office; he questions, “Why would a sworn by oath elected official hand over 
control of the U.S. to foreign troops? Wouldn’t that destroy the credibility of his 
party?” 

Morrow is more than ready for this one ... he agrees, “Of course it would 
destroy how American’s view the president’s party, but there is evidence that the 
pressure is already applied. The UN works in many deceptive ways, and party 
officials sometimes go along with their good faith policies, thinking that they are 
in the public’s best interest. We have documented evidence that the POTUS has 
actively been firing as many as 260 senior military officers on one contingency: 
they refuse in theory to embrace any directive to order their troops to fire 
weapons on American citizens during a national emergency.[17] This fact alone 
should tell you the platform of this president. He is being deceived!” 

Dell, the code enforcement manager, queries, “Any evidence that foreign 
troops have already been stationed on our soil?” 

Morrow bites his lip with a thought, “Yes, eyewitnesses have confirmed that 
they are here training at some of our military bases, and one of these bases is not 
too far south from our position ... Central Minnesota!” 

The city staff looks stunned, as the mayor’s secretary begs a question, “If 
what you are Saying is true, could there be a contingency plan for us to leave the 
country and get out of what could be an impending hell?” 

Morrow nods affirmatively, adding, “I have been working on this plan for 
years. We have an advantage that not many other Americans possess, and that is 
our proximity to the Canadian border. What we need to do is talk to some of our 
Canadian friends across the lake in putting us up for a while as we migrate 
deeper toward Alaska—the last and only safe place to be from the tentacles of 
this mess. America will crumble under the weight of the UN, but Alaska’s 
Aleutian Islands will hold! It will be one of the only places that you can go and be 
safe from the gun barrels of the Russians and Chinese. No unilateral agreements 
have been made with any foreign country to take the Indian tribal land of the 
Aleutians. This will be where informed members of your Congress and Senate 
will go for safety. So, start to contact your Canadian friends and tell them that we 
will soon be joining them, at least in our quest to make it to Adak Island, a 
former Cold War naval base, and the farthest western city in the United States. 
Are there any more questions?” 


The mayor looks around to see such somber faces. He updates, “Let us plan 
to meet again if things start to move in the direction of a UN takeover. The 
moment we see the UN troops enter our borders, an emergency exit meeting will 
be our priority; meanwhile, please take Mr. Morrow’s suggestion and contact 
your Canadian friends up in Ontario. Most of us know somebody up there from 
our dealings with the Boundary Waters Canoe Area. Tell them we are concerned 
about the bird flu, but don’t mention the UN troops. What Mr. Morrow is saying 
sounds like good advice.” 

Morrow stands for one final comment, “Years ago, I heard of a secret 
government takeover scenario called Operation Morning Star. This is where the 
rogue government, or some of those corrupt agencies I mentioned and the CIA, 
will operate in close contact with the UN— Morning Star is a secret plan to set off 
a nuke in an American city! Following this nuclear attack will be a military-like 
takeover of major areas of the United States by UN troops. So, when you see a 
mushroom cloud rising, everyone should meet here within one hour and our exit 
from American soil should follow immediately, that night, across the border!” 

All eyes look back over to Mayor King as he concludes, “Thank you, Hamilton, 
for sharing some of your Intel with us. Are there any further comments or 
questions? If not, this meeting will resume at our next possible opportunity.” 

Christine Larse was first to walk into the fishnet-lined meeting room at the 
Northern Pike Café. As she takes her seat, Bell Fleck, the city clerk, quizzes, 
“Have you heard any flu updates? 

“Well, yes,” Christine admits, “the virus is spreading rapidly through the 
Southwestern United States and there is no known medical cure for the bird flu, 
since it is something that occurs naturally in birds—humans don’t have any built- 
in immune response for it. There is always that chance it mutated from its former 
strain when it spread across Asia in 1957 killing over two million people.[18] 
There are many ways that humans can be infected, usually from close contact 
with poultry birds infected by contact with wild fowl. Also, wild and domestic 
ducks who are sick can infect a water supply, this should be noted. I have 
reviewed the news reports of the mess they have in the Southwest; the hospitals 
are over-burdened with substantial numbers of sick people, and commerce is 
literally shut down—nobody wants to go to work and risk getting infected from 
contact with afflicted people. The only thing keeping law and order is the military 
working with cooperating police and sheriff departments, otherwise it will be 
total chaos and anarchy.” 

Bell thoughtfully remarks, “We have much to pray about today; I can’t wait 
for the others to get here! Let me order our coffee and cookies at the counter, 
with a coffee server and cookie tray for everyone.” 

With that agreed, Bell sets off on her mission to the order station to get 
concessions ready for the time of prayer and fellowship with their Bible study 
companions. With perfect timing, one of the regulars at the Northern Pike steps 


nonchalantly into the café—the one and only, Jeremiah the street preacher. 
Normally he would be dis-fellowshipped from such a meeting on an average day; 
however, today is a new day, as suddenly his bold view of living the life of faith 
will be miraculously acknowledged with Bell walking directly over to him and 
inviting him to join them. 

Bell cautiously asks, “Would you like to join us this morning, Jeremiah? We 
are having a special prayer meeting to address the problem of the oncoming bird 
flu epidemic. You would be most welcome to come and sit with us.” 

Jeremiah stands silent for a moment, recalling some of the heat he had 
received from city officials regarding his regular habit of preaching on downtown 
street corners, not far from the café. After a year of his non-stop crusade, some 
of the local business leaders had put pressure on the city council to pass a 
disturbing-the-peace ordinance to target his weekly street appearances. As a 
result, he had been cited by police for doing just that, and later fined by the local 
judge. He later served several months of community service, mopping floors at 
the hospital detox ward, where several people, converted over to his faith, went 
dry—stunning to the hospital staff! Clearing his thoughts while looking out the 
front window of the restaurant toward the hospital in remembrance, Jeremiah 
mumbles, “Uh, thanks, I’ll get a cup of coffee and join you.” 

Bell jumps in, “That won’t be necessary, we have already ordered a whole 
pot, just come and join us.” 

Jeremiah gainfully smiles and takes a place at the end of the table where Bell 
and Christine are sitting, marking his first meeting ever with some of the city 
leaders. 

As the rest of the Bible study group enters, the leader of the group, Susan 
Hendrilkut, opens the meeting with news of the day. “I just got off the phone with 
the mayor who urges me to tell you that the time is short before the military 
establishment moves into our state and enforces a CDC public health order to be 
followed by a possible quarantine of affected areas. That could be most of the 
southern half of the state, as it will fall under federal control, under FEMA, who 
will most likely request military intervention ... this does add a few items to our 
prayer list.” 

Just taking her seat, Delia King suggests, “Jeremiah, could you start our 
meeting with a prayer?” 

Jeremiah boldly complies with, “Hm — hm ...Yehovah God, our most precious 
source of life and sustenance, we implore you today to hear our prayer. We agree 
together today that the health concerns of our state and nation look grim, but we 
know that you have a larger plan and solution in store for us, at least in our small 
hamlet of Northern Minnesota. We pray that our family and friends in all of the 
affected areas will be safe from infection, and that you will give them wisdom in 
dealing with the many contingencies that will come their way from this plague on 
our land. I pray for a wall of protection around our community, Crane Lake, and 


that all the citizens will be willing to work together to find amicable solutions to 
the problems that are facing us. I ask that the military establishment will be 
reasonable in its responsibilities of protecting our citizenry from the ravages of 
the bird flu and the illegal looting activities that may follow. Help them to 
apprehend and capture any undocumented workers who may be carrying this 
dangerous viral disease. We thank you for your provision and protection you 
promise us in your word - thank you for continuing to meet our basic needs. We 
humbly bow our hearts toward your holy mountain, and your city Jerusalem 
where you have promised to dwell here on earth, Amen.” 

“Thank you so much, Jeremiah,” the city clerk encourages, “that was a 
wonderful prayer and representation of our present state-of-affairs. I doubt any 
of us could have been so eloquent. We will now view a passage from the Bible 
that will now minister to our hearts. Please turn to second Corinthians chapter 9, 
verse 8: 

‘And God is able to make grace abound toward you: that ye, always having all 
sufficiency in all things may abound to every good work.’”[19] 

The POTU.S. (President of the United States), Jared Wisner, is ona 
conference call with the United Nations ambassador and sitting across from him 
is his press secretary, Jillian Ryan. 

“Yes, yes, that is fine, I talked to the leaders of the House and Senate, and 
they feel that a UN show of force is necessary to keep law and order. So as 
representing the executive branch, I would say yes to bringing the UN troops 
into the San Diego theatre; It will be an exercise of international good will; It will 
show the world that we Americans are not afraid to participate with the world 
body. I am sitting here with my press secretary who can tell the media at the 
next White House press conference that we will use the assistance of the UN 
troops, and seeing that the bulk of our military are deployed in the Middle East, 
South Korea, Japan, and the European theatre of operations, it will save the 
taxpayers’ money to keep them there and use UN bilateral peacekeeping troops 
here. She can sell it on the fact that by using the help of UN peacekeepers, we 
won't have to shell out too much of our own resources on the home front.” The 
POTU.S. concludes and sits back in his chair. 

Jumping in to the conversation, the UN ambassador in New York takes his 
turn on his end of the line with his voice blasting out of the phone’s conference 
speaker, “Jillian, make sure that you emphasize the cost saving measures of 
using UN peacekeepers to assist in the national disaster.” 

The POTU.S. then adds, “I will follow you a day later on national television 
and declare a disaster area in most of the Southwestern states to bring federal 
monies into the theater through FEMA, the National Guard, and our federal law 
enforcement agencies.” 

The United Nations ambassador follows up his conversation over the phone 
with the president and Jillian with a call to the DPKO (Department of 


Peacekeeping Operations). Immediately, dispatches are made to the 
Undersecretary General Hester Kirsch and the UN Security Council. Direct 
action came just hours away, with a resolution from the Security Council. 

“This is a new area for the UN in their bilateral peacekeeping missions, for it 
adds a new dimension of responsibilities,” says the UN Secretary-General, Blaise 
Florenta. 

Members of the security council were more than salivating at the idea of a 
humanitarian peacekeeping mission on the shores of the once most 
‘independent’ republic. Only in their dreams had they ever imagined in a 
hundred years of getting a military foothold into North America. 

“Yes, this will mark a new era in UN peacekeeping missions, having our boots 
on the ground in the United States. We have all approved of the measure to send 
in our peacekeepers to your country,” the UN secretary-general assures 
President Jared Wisner later in the day in a video phone conversation. 

“Thank you so much, Secretary Blaise, our borders are now open, and you 
may commence operations through the San Diego Air Station and naval base into 
FEMA designate region IX.” The POTU.S. confirms. 

Planes and ships with peacekeepers were immediately dispatched through 
the DPKO offices. 

“Our plan to take over American sovereignty may have just begun,” one UN 
security council member whispers to another in the coffee lounge after the 
historic phone call to President Wisner. 

Russian, British, Mexican and Chinese military leaders move ahead the 
planned organized takeover operation of the United States under the UN mask, 
with each country sending a contingency under the cover of the approved UN 
peacekeeping unilateral agreements. UN military flights are initiated around the 
clock to San Diego’s naval Air station, as well as backup troops and all of their 
sustainable equipment loaded onto troop carrier ships with a destiny of 
California. Ships in China’s ports produce smoke plumes with anticipation, as 
Russian submarines begin running the sea in wolf packs; Mexico’s troops on the 
border run drills, while the British elite begin salivating over their thirteen lost 
colonies over crumpets and tea. It was a grand old secret operation to dismantle 
the world’s greatest superpower, by bringing in an initial UN troop presence, to 
be followed by Russia’s surprise crippling atomic blast on an American nuclear 
power plant—a plan known only to top echelon UN officials, and a few rogue CIA 
in smoke-filled rooms. 

“It is to be a classic Trojan horse operation, and we’ll apologize later! 
Americans will soon figure out that we know what is best for them, and the 
world!” 

The UN secretary-general boasts privately to his Undersecretary, Hester 
Kirsh, “We have been planning an operation like this since our founding, but we 
never had, except for some military training exercises, an open door to operate 


on American soil. Now that the trusting POTU.S. has approved our mission, we 
will hit them with enough power to disable any resistance! The Russians have a 
plan to shock America in one rapid attack on some key infrastructures, and after 
this is done, our peacekeepers can move in and control everything but the 
Middle-Western states - the small portion that we’ll leave for national-Washington 
to look after. Included in our plans is to take the East Coast, the Southwest, the 
Northwest and the Great Lakes; we’ll control all of their major ports and large 
cities. The middle section of their country is mostly farmland, of which they can 
keep, making them our slaves to grow food for the world!” 

The undersecretary speaks carefully, “Are you sure Washington won’t use 
nukes on us?” 

The secretary-general closes, “Probably not, since our real attack will be 
made after our UN peacekeepers are on their soil—they couldn’t risk letting 
nukes fly, knowing we could move to strangle their infrastructure. And, since the 
Russians have a surprise crippling attack planned, they will have no notice. The 
attack will also include destroying CENTCOM in Tampa, Florida, which is their 
main military hub and communications office. No operational military computers 
in the control center means no military response!” 

“Brilliant! You have mastered the beginning of our global government. Today 
it is a true reality, and I have waited to relish the meaning of Carpe Diem for 
many years—seize-the-day!” The undersecretary gloats. 

UN peacekeeping troops en masse assemble at the San Diego naval Air 
Station, coming by air and by ship. Alarming to many Americans is the presence 
of armored personnel carriers and tanks, carrying the UN inscription. Even more 
alarming, the fact that some of these armored vehicles had already been stored 
here secretly at select bases. News channel helicopters display on live television 
long lines of UN troop carriers descending on San Diego from other U.S. military 
bases. 

“How did all these armored carriers get here?” One inquisitive reporter asks 
her associate, who answers with a blank stare, “Apparently the troop carriers 
were part of a previous UN training exercise in the California region.” 

UN hierarchy does not waste any time in rushing the peacekeepers off to 
assist American military in the operation zone for “bilateral operations,” now 
covering most of the Southwestern United States. UN tanks efficiently load their 
behemoth weight onto flatbed semi-tractor trailers and rush off to the key border 
points, as the troop carriers bursting with loaded peacekeepers dispatch with 
lightning speed to major road crossings to help supervise the flow of humanity. 

“We will have the bilateral operation zone stable and under quarantine in 
twenty-four hours,” the UN commanding general assures in a video phone call to 
the undersecretary, who orders, “let us know when you have the footprint stable, 
after that we will have you show the world how efficient and trustworthy a UN 
operation can be.” 


“Very good, sir, we will make sure we impress them and you, sir!” the 
commander confides with a snappy salute. 

The president’s press secretary Jillian Ryan exclaims, “Mr. President, just 
when things couldn’t get worse for our emergency teams in California, a natural 
disaster has unfolded!” 

The POTU.S. gives her his full attention and requests, “Give me full details?” 

Jillian speaks softly so other dignitaries in earshot attending the president’s 
lunch meeting cannot hear her response, she whispers, “Sir, Mount St. Helens in 
Washington State just blew its top....” 

“Why wasn’t I briefed on this as a possibility?” The president demands. 

“Sir,” Jillian informs, “I am just a press secretary ... ah, perhaps Derry would 
know.” 

Derry Sinko, the president’s senior advisor, just happened to be at the 
luncheon and is almost always present when there is catastrophe. He’s the man 
with answers from angles nobody else would ever think of. Derry has delivered 
the president out of more jams than a super-logger on an Oregon log-rolling 
competition! 

“Yes, sir!” Derry jumps to attention as he hears his name. 

As Derry comes into earshot of the president, Jillian leans toward Derry and 
whispers, “Mount St. Helens.” 

Derry already knew in his mind the whole sum of the matter and speaks 
privately with the POTU.S.. “Sir, we meant to tell you this afternoon about the 
seismic activity around Mt. St. Helens, but we figured you had enough 
challenges on your plate with the UN troops entering the bird flu quarantine 
area. We knew of some tremors, but thought we had more time; suddenly it just 
goes off like a firecracker, without notice! News commentators are already 
painting a public appearance of this activity as the Biblical beginning of 
SOITOWS.” 

The president fires back saying, “Derry ... next time give me at least a 
memo!” 

“Yes, sir, my apologies,” Derry laments. The POTU.S. shifts gears with, 
“That’s ok. Iam going to have to cut this luncheon short anyway—I want the 
whole staff in the situation room, now!” 

Jillian Ryan rises to the cafeteria microphone and speaks politely to the 
assembled guests, admitting, “We’re terribly sorry, but the president and his 
staff are having to depart presently to handle a new developing emergency. We 
will meet with the press in the press room at around 2 p.m. to brief them on new 
explosions of Mount St. Helens in Washington State.” 

With that, the president and his entourage take an immediate exit to the 
situation room to view photographs of the newly active volcano. 

Derry informs, “Sir, present news reports show a plume of ash and smoke 
rising into the upper atmosphere, some fifteen miles above the site.” 


The president nods as Derry shows him news photos from his phone screen. 


As UN peacekeeping troops move out on America’s highways to web across 
FEMA regions IX, X, and IV (comprising the Northwest, the Southwest and 
Texas), the general consensus of Homeland Security is that they are doing what 
they came to do - back-up and assist the National Guard, some local Sheriffs and 
law enforcement. The national media reporters came quick to give them glowing 
reports of “keeping the traffic flowing while nabbing the undocumented workers 
who are spreading the virus.” The POTU.S. himself and his staff are elated about 
so much help coming in from other countries to assist in what could have been a 
total mayhem situation. 

“It is appearing that, with the help of the UN, we are getting a handle on this 
traveling epidemic and may have containment within a matter of a couple of 
days,” the president’s national security advisor said to a camera crew from a 
major news network. 

The network then switches back to the main anchor desk to their Chicago 
newshound, who updates, “We are now going to our affiliate station in San Diego 
for news on the humanitarian efforts of the UN peacekeepers. Meagan, how are 
things going down there?” 

“Hello, Chicago, we are standing in a makeshift distribution camp here in San 
Diego. Due to all the power outages and disruptions in freight movements from 
displaced workers, the UN peacekeepers have set up a refreshment camp here to 
distribute water, dry food and medicine to the local population - many of whom 


are unable to travel very far due to gas shortages to search for available 
supplies. The CDC is also taking this as an opportunity to screen people for any 
signs of sickness as they pass through the main turnstiles not far from where we 
are standing. After passing through the CDC screening area, citizens are asked 
to fill out this simple form indicating their identity and then are directed to 
browse through the supply tent and select emergency items they need. This 
camp is a busy scene today and the UN is keeping things orderly, as most are 
appreciative of the food and water they are receiving. Back to you, Jess, at the 
main desk in Chicago.” 

“Thanks, Meagan, we will continue our national coverage of the movement of 
UN peacekeeping forces in our country from San Diego after a quick update on 
the volcanic eruption in Washington State. We have our news correspondent, 
Tom Drake, standing by in Stevenson, just south of the volcanic activity, where 
the major eruptions are still active. “Thank you, Jess, the initial volcanic 
explosion of Mt. St. Helens occurred early this morning as recorded by a 
geologist time-delayed camera at 6:10 a.m. Pacific Standard Time. A loud 
volcanic shockwave with a glass-shattering sound report, could be heard for over 
a hundred miles away in Tacoma and easily felt in Portland, Vancouver, and the 
state’s capital Olympia. This parallels the famous blasting report of Krakatoa 
when it erupted in Indonesia in the late 19th century - that shockwave report 
could be felt and heard around the world seven times! But here at ground zero, 
earthquake tremors and lava flows are now creating a new catastrophic scenario 
in Washington State, as all citizens are warned not to travel until the smoke and 
ash cleared, which could be several days. A warning for travelers is that the 
falling ash from the volcanic activity, will plug up a motor vehicle’s air cleaner in 
just minutes, leaving the vehicle stalled. What the highway patrol does not want 
is an unmanageable number of abandoned vehicles on the roadways. The last 
eruption of Mt. St. Helens comprised almost a six-month period, a most 
destructive eruption in recent times. This eruption took place in May 1980 where 
twenty-four megatons of thermal energy was released in around nine hours to 
collapse one side of the mountain and shave off over a thousand feet of the 
summit. The surrounding region all the way to Montana was covered in pumice, 
ash and dust, the cloud blackening the sky and making car travel almost 
impossible for several days. One local hardliner who refused to evacuate before 
the explosion is forever made a folk hero by saying of his lake lodge sign, 
‘nobody will ever be able to remove this sign, it’s been here for fifty years!’ He 
was never found or located after the eruption, following a billion tons of rock 
sliding down the side of the mountain, covering his sign and lake lodge. Now 
back to you, Jess, at the main desk.” 

“Thank you, Tom, we now take the Chicago viewers to a special news 
conference in Washington State, where the president of the United States will 
address the nation regarding this new development at Mt. St. Helens.” 


Jared Wisner is seen at his desk in the Oval Office. Looking directly into the 
camera, he says, “Washington State citizens and fellow Americans, I want to 
assure the emergency response teams on the ground around Mount St. Helens, 
that your federal government will do everything possible to support your efforts 
of search and rescue and of the rebuilding of key transportation sectors in the 
affected areas. Today we are witnessing an unprecedented display of the powers 
of nature and a devastating aftermath it has created on the normal everyday 
lives of thousands of citizens live around the epicenter. It is clear, some of this 
area of Washington State will never be the same, taking years for mankind and 
nature to rebuild upon what is destroyed. My briefing this morning shows the 
volcano is still somewhat active and there is a chance for another eruption. 
Should this occur, we will have to stand by to wait for nature to run its course, as 
it will be too dangerous for emergency crews to traverse into the hardest hit 
areas. We have reports that at least ten to fifteen miles of forested area, around 
the west side of the mountain, is basically blackened, and it will be a few days 
before emergency crews can move into this area as lava flows are still present. 
The rest of the ash cloud is still drifting over the city of Olympia to the west. We 
have reports that ash is so deep on the ground that road travel is not advised. We 
encourage citizens to stay at home for a few days until the volcanic activity 
subsides. Once again, FEMA and other federal agencies are in the area and are 
setting up distribution stations to assist the local population with food and water 
until regular services can be restored. Thank you, and God Bless America.” 

The media babe Meagan returns to the screen and says, “That was the 
President of the United States reassuring us that the federal government will be 
in the Washington State region to assist all citizens who are affected by the latest 
explosion of Mt. St. Helens. As the president commented, we also have confirmed 
that the ash cloud from the volcanic eruption is mostly affecting areas west of 
Mt. St. Helens, the cities of Olympia and Tacoma, mostly with falling ash and 
debris - ash on the streets of Washington’s capital are now reported to be six 
inches deep. A passing rain shower can turn the ash to a cement-like mud. Road 
crews in the capital are clearing main streets and highways with front end 
loaders, but this is a slow and tenuous process. City crews are asking the public 
to be patient, as this could take several days to accomplish. Traffic is now ata 
standstill in all cities west of the mountain ... now back to you, Tom.” 

Mayor Andrew King and code compliance official, Dell Bailey, sit in the City 
Center employee lounge enjoying another famous cup of espresso made by the 
mayor’s secretary, Rose Bussey. Suddenly, a flash news report fills the screen of 
the television they now keep on 24/7 to monitor new developments. 

The news announcer proclaims, “United Nations officials in Southern 
California have broken normal protocol to give a declaration to the city council of 
Thousand Oaks that the city will be dismantled — this announcement was made 
public at the city council meeting last evening. City officials sat in shock as the 


UN commander read the declaration to the assembled council members. In 
short, the United Nations will not waste time to initiate a planned program as 
part of the Agenda 21 plan, which is seated in a biodiversity and wetlands project 
to dismantle American cities that lie within proposed green spaces. Thousand 
Oaks, California is situated in the heart of a planned green space along the 
California coastline. It also lies within the Simi Valley, which was once a pristine 
sanctuary for all kinds of protected wildlife. As part of this declared initiative of 
Agenda 21, UN troops have been wiring a major high-rise apartment complex 
with explosives for demolition. The building will be pulled, as demolition experts 
explain, being leveled in one explosive action later this afternoon. We will keep 
the news audience updated later today as they draw closer to the actual 
demolition. The UN commander over Southern California, Derick Krause, has 
ordered thousands of UN peacekeepers into the Simi Valley to keep order as the 
city is demolished starting tonight. They have brought in massive earth moving 
machines to plow down any existing structures and haul away the debris. 
Citizens of the valley will be moved by bus to downtown Los Angeles to a once- 
empty complex of apartment structures. There are dozens of apartment 
structures built in the last decade’s building boom that were never fully 
occupied. These will become the new homes of thousands of displaced persons 
from the Thousand Oaks community. They have been given today to gather all 
the belongings they can carry, and the rest of their belongings will become part 
of the debris piles that will be trucked away.” 

“Wow, I can hardly believe what I am hearing,” the mayor exclaims. 

Dell Bailey chokes on his coffee and blurts, “Is this the United States, or some 
regime under a mad dictator!” 

The mayor adds, “This whole deal with the UN peacekeepers is starting to 
get ugly. This might work in Southern California, where cities like Pasadena were 
already in lockstep with UN initiatives, but I doubt that UN troops will get away 
with it in any other states.” 

Dell Bailey sums up, “I have heard of strong code initiatives before, but this 
one takes the bulls by the horn and walks right over individual liberties and the 
constitution. It’s no wonder why they brought the UN troops there — as not all 
the American troops will comply around here — this may get messy!” 

Hamilton Morrow, as a former CIA officer, has his own set of problems with 
the sub-librarian gearing up a new set of traps. Hamilton sums up the situation 
in his mind, this woman is just as skillful as the best of the foreign operatives I 
have dealt with in my career. As Hamilton takes a seat in the library, he observes 
that this somewhat paranoid sub-librarian, who heard that he is former CIA, 
thinks he is dangerous! So much so, that as he rises to review a periodical, she 
sneaks over to the book display shelf and places a book with a gotcha title to 
catch his eye. What she attempts to do, in her own crafty, clandestine way, is to 
send a message that she knows what he is! Hamilton finds such behavior 


amongst the civilian population to be somewhat predictable, misleading and 
humorous. Other people in his past have also acted strangely when they found 
out he’s a company man, or in their minds, a member of the secret government. 
Nevertheless, this irrational sub-librarian is serious about what she does. As 
Morrow sits reading the periodical on classical literature, she sneaks over to the 
display shelf and places a book titled: Personalities of Dangerous People in plain 
view. Hamilton just shakes his head and reads on, while trying to ignore the sub- 
librarian’s stealth messages. Later, after departing to do other business, he 
enjoys a big personal chuckle over her meddling. However, it’s what she is now 
doing behind-the-scenes that he won’t be laughing about. The library in Crane 
Lake is connected to a chain of libraries across Northern Minnesota, so as the 
librarian goes to work doing her own version of espionage, resembling the best 
CIA analyst their counter-terrorism department ever produced, she starts by 
entering Morrow’s name and library account number into the inter-library 
database blacklist as a person of suspicion—a possible troublemaker. After a few 
days, Hamilton Morrow’s radar signals this latest shot over the bow, as he is in 
Hibbing, Minnesota on city business and decides to stop at the local library to 
use the internet. After entering his library number into the computer to gain 
access, he discerns that he is being watched—something he immediately 
discerns from his extensive training as a former CIA operative. Not only does he 
realize that there is a high degree of unnatural interest in him by the head 
librarian, but also by the sudden presence of a nonofficial back-up observer 
walking behind him, viewing his computer screen. After a few minutes of this 
uncomfortable reality, he decides to go elsewhere to a local coffee shop to finish 
his online communications for the day. As he walks out, the head librarian eyes 
him down as if he has committed a capital crime. Hamilton returns a glance to 
the librarian with squinted eyes and a sly smile, having only one thought as he 
exits the Hibbing library, that Crane Lake sub-librarian put me on the blacklist! 
She is the one that is dangerous! I am going to have to cancel my library 
account, as chances are, she has already reviewed my library book history 
showing the many spy related books I have read. No wonder she blacklisted me 
. She thinks I’m still an active spy! On Hamilton’s drive home, he stops again at 
the Ely, Minnesota main library, also part of the Northern Minnesota library 
chain, to cancel his account. As he tells the librarian there of his desire to cancel, 
she looks quizzically up at him as she enters his number. Apparently, a red flag 
came up on her screen indicating that he is blacklisted. Nervously she processes 
his request, but when she is done, she throws his library card in the waste basket 
and declares, “You are no longer in our system,” as she sprints away from her 
desk, looking back to see if he will follow her. Hamilton just nods his head and 
walks out the main door, jumping into his car. Laughing out loud uncontrollably, 
he remarks to himself,J“Ha! That Crane Lake sub-librarian is probably as 
formidable as some of the third-party mobsters I had to deal with—they could 


have thought of something like that! With her keyboard and her hairdo looking 
for a brain, she can really mess up someone’s day. We need to get her recruited 
as an asset and send her to Crimea to win it back from Russia for our allies, the 
Ukrainians!” Morrow laughs all the way home. The next day, he decides to 
review the local newspaper in the library to see if she might display any more 
obvious suspicious behavior. After entering with extreme sensitivity to her 
reactions, he sits carefully in a lounge chair and begins reading. Within just a 
few minutes, she walks by the book display shelf and places a book in plain view 
titled: “To Catch a Spy.” Hamilton, with disgust, gets up and replaces the 
newspaper on the rack and gives her a curious look. He leaves the library for the 
last time while shaking his head in disbelief, thinking, from now on I'll have to sit 
at the local coffee shop to use the internet and read the local paper. A cup of 
gourmet coffee always goes well with my reading, anyway. And, as far as books 
go to read, I will stop over at the used bookstore and give them my business ... 
good grief! 

It is just to be another normal Wednesday at city hall. Timber the janitor is 
emptying garbage cans on the main walkway, the court is in session, and things 
are at a s-l-o-w pace at the police station. Then suddenly, a purple sedan power- 
turns into the parking lot, and there is only one parking space left - for compact 
cars only! It is a busy day of docket shuffling at court. The purple sedan stops 
short of the parking space and begins backing in. A drunken lady behind the 
wheel overcompensates her surgical maneuver and puts her bumper into another 
car’s front grill. The drunken lady simply straightens up her car as best she can, 
making another attempt to back in; an “I just cannot watch” situation. Going too 
fast to stop, her rear wheels jump the curb behind her, causing her purple sedan 
to lurch up and down, leaving only a crawlspace between her passenger door 
and the vehicle she just smacked. The drunken lady then exits, rolling out of her 
vehicle, with her driver’s door now in contact with the side of the other car. 
Swerving from side to side, she takes a brief look at the damage she has inflicted 
on the other car. Nonchalantly, she proceeds to her already scheduled day in 
court; being a few minutes late. She thinks, J just need to get to court or I'll get a 
warrant on me for being absent! Timber the janitor, at the time, is emptying an 
exterior trash can—he sees the whole incident and goes inside the back entrance 
of the building to the police window, excitedly pointing with his finger to the 
parking lot. “Accident! Accident,” he stutters. Officer Max Branca exits out the 
security door into the lobby to interview him. Within moments, officer Branca 
follows Timber’s pointing finger down the main hallway to the courtroom area. 
Here, Timber points through the courtroom lobby window at the drunken 
violator, now sitting inside the courtroom to face the municipal judge on her 
current summons. 

The municipal judge is quite another story to be told. He always complains 
when he is in the courtroom office to Judy, the court administrator, that coffee 


was not prepared before he arrives. “I'll make it right away, but if court starts up 
before that, I’ll run some out to you.” Judy confirms. Irritated from his coffee 
addiction, the judge slams the door of the courtroom behind him, as he walks out 
and takes his Bema chair, this having a sobering effect on the poor citizens 
waiting their turn to stand before him. Squiggling his large posterior in the chair 
to balance his bubbling weight, he professionally cancels the frown off his face to 
smile wide at the audience, giving them at least some assurance that the court 
decisions that day will be fair—that is, after he has his cup of coffee brought to 
him on a silver platter! 

Max Branca peers through the courtroom lobby window to get an image 
imprint look at the drunken middle-aged woman who is visibly nodding off in her 
chair. Timber stands by, gives him a head nod, and then takes Officer Branca 
outside to the parking area and points to the damaged vehicle, while also 
pointing to the violator’s carelessly parked purple sedan. Officer Branca 
immediately takes photos of the accident scene with a digital camera and calls-in 
the license plate number to dispatch, summoning another officer to stand guard 
at the courtroom. Branca later walks back to the courtroom lobby, where Officer 
Congdon is now on duty to wait for the violator and owner of the damaged 
vehicle, who is also in the same court session. Branca now possesses a photo 
image of both the suspect and the victim on his iPhone. The drunken lady is now 
leaning in a deep slumped over position in her chair, oblivious of her name being 
called by the judge as he goes to her name on the courtroom docket. Branca 
notes that the violator and her victim are ironically sitting next to each other. The 
judge, getting irritated, calls her name with volume—no response from the drunk 
lady. Out of options, he invites Officer Branca into the court with a wave. 

Officer Branca goes to work speaking directly in her ear, “Ma’am, ma’am,” he 
calls out. 

She suddenly revives, being startled, and Branca requests her to confirm her 
name. With heavy slurs and breath that could knock a bull elk off its feet, she 
pours out her name like a bottle of whiskey. Branca looks at the judge and shakes 
his head as he holds her elbow, helping her rise, while he escorts her out to the 
lobby. The judge presses his lips together, calling for the next person on the 
docket. The drunken lady is led down the hall to the booking room for a breath 
test and a most likely trip to the county drunk tank. Officer Branca places a call 
on his police radio to the dispatch operator, for any other violations on the drunk 
lady. 

The dispatch operator efficiently responds, “We have one DUI confirmed by 
breath-analyzer test.” 

Branca rolls his eyes as he says outloud to Officer Bud Congdon who is just 
arriving on the scene, “The violator was here today in court on a previous drunk 
driving violation, awaiting a decision on that from the judge ... good grief!” 

“Do you think you can write this report up without laughing out loud?” 


Officer Congdon chides Branca, “and we thought this was going to be just 
another normal court day. Tell the records department secretary to get the 
breath-analyzer ready, this lady may fall asleep before we have a chance to 
administer the-test!” 

As they both stand waiting for Zoe, the drunk lady suddenly slides off the 
chair, like a wet tuna on a fisherman’s wharf, down on the floor. Officer Branca 
barks suddenly into his shoulder strap radio, “Ambulance needed at the police 
station!” Her appointment for her day in court, now for public drunkenness, DUI 
and hit-and-run, will be temporarily postponed for now. With the drunken lady 
riding off into the sunset, Branca stands outside the court lobby to interview the 
other lady - the victim, informing her of the damage to her vehicle. 

She is painfully surprised, lamenting, “I just bought that car yesterday! Did 
you say the lady who did the damage was that drunk lady you escorted out of the 
court?” She just stood staring at Branca in disbelief. 

Following his news conference on the Mount St. Helen’s development, the 
president is updated by his alter-ego—a man he trusts more than any other, 
Derry Sinko, his senior advisor. He said, “Mr. President, I have to inform you that 
the United Nations peacekeepers are overstepping their bounds. It is likely that 
they are using the volcano development in Washington State to push ahead their 
secret agenda. They just leveled a building in Thousand Oaks, California to clear 
the way for a UN Agenda 21 green space.” 

The president looks perturbed at Derry and says, “Why wasn’t I briefed on 
this before they moved on it, and what am I to say to the American people?” 

Derry sheepishly offers, “Sir, none of us were briefed, they just went ahead 
with it, and we didn’t get news of it until a major news network reported it and 
one of our news monitors relayed it on to me!” 

“Things can get out of control with a foreign power,” the president exclaims, 
“T’ll call the UN secretary-general and find out if they have any other plans that 
we don’t know about.” 

The most secret aircraft jet in the world, a Russian SU-36 fighter bomber, lifts 
off from a Cuban airfield with two matching jets flanking. Flying over the Florida 
Straights at a low cruising altitude exceeding 600 mph, they turn northeast as if 
to fly out to sea toward Bermuda. SU-36 fighter jets are designed to fly low, near 
the treetops, or low over the sea, well under the radar. It is not difficult for their 
onboard computer to safely navigate the plane going full speed at the lowest 
possible altitudes. United States fighter jets are no match for the 
maneuverability of these highly sophisticated warplanes. A Russian general once 
claimed, “If we had just 600 of these jets, we could win any war thrown at us!” 
These SU-36 jets also carry a heavy payload of missiles, with some of them 
armed with nuclear warheads. Passing over Nassau in the Bahamas, they now 
take a quick turn northwest and threaten directly toward the Florida coast; now 
at cruising speed exceeding 1,400 miles per hour, and passing over the ninety 


miles of sea in minutes - the first plane heading directly for the nuclear plant at 
Port St. Lucie. With the utmost precision, this SU-36 fighter, flying at only 300 
feet above the water, suddenly increases his altitude to 20,000 feet and launches 
a nuclear missile as he reaches this apex - a one kiloton neutron warhead missile, 
a fire from hell! The other two flanking Russian fighters peel off to their 
respective target, or the U.S. military’s CENTCOM, U.S. Central Command, north 
of Tampa Bay. In the background, a rolling fireball lifts high into the sky from the 
precision strike at the nuclear plant. 

The other two aircraft are at their target within the next quarter-hour 
launching a huge payload of precision Kh-29 non-nuclear missiles, as they want 
to keep the airbase intact for later Russian air operations. These missiles, 
launched from the plane, at a cruising speed of over 900 miles/hour, have a 
range of up to sixteen nautical miles. These laser guided missiles carry a payload 
of 700 pounds, designed to blow holes in concrete-hardened aircraft hangars. 
[20] The Russian navy also begins to move in toward Florida and the St. 
Lawrence Seaway with a considerable armada of vessels respectively, with a 
planned double penetration of some of America’s busiest ports. As the Port St. 
Lucie nuclear plant burns, it begins to melt down, spewing a plethora of 
radioactive steam into the coastal breezes that are moving west across the entire 
South Florida region. Under normal conditions, breezes blow across the southern 
half of the state daily, bringing needed relief to an area plagued by high humidity. 
On this day, however, anyone in the path of this cloud will begin to experience 
the burning sickness of radiation poisoning. Millions of Floridians reside in the 
pathway of death! 

The president is making comments about the uncontrollable reactions of the 
UN to Derry, his senior advisor, and a cell phone rings, sending both men 
grabbing their phone devices. Incoming is a text message sent to each of them 
simultaneously from the Department of Homeland Security: Nation is under 
attack ... Florida bombed by Russian jets ... first strike is nuclear plant, and 
CENTCOM in Tampa destroyed in second strike. POTU.S. advised to get on air 
Air Force One immediately! We are at level five security. 

The president looks at Derry, “I guess I won’t have to call the UN secretary- 
general to see if this means anything to him.” Both men are seen diving into the 
presidential helicopter, as the secret service fly them to Andrews AFB airport at 
a high rate of speed; Air Force 1 stands ready on the tarmac, engines revving up. 

Grey ash drops on Quincy, Washington from the after-effects of Mount St. 
Helen’s latest eruption, as Air Force One lifts off the tarmac into the clear blue 
sky above Andrews AFB, a world away. The engines are roaring in a full thrust 
that pushes the plane to a safe cruising altitude and speed. Air Force One is also 
flanked by a squadron of fighter jets ready to challenge any foreign fighters that 
might come near. 

“Word is sir that Russian SU-36 fighters have leveled the nuclear plant at 


Port St. Lucie in South Florida with a nuke, and at the same time, they knocked 
down our defenses at Central Command in Tampa,” Derry exclaims as the horror 
story unfolds before them. 

The president requests, “What do we have on the type of weapon used at St. 
Lucie?” 

Derry confirms, “Sir, I have it verified that they used a small nuke, probably a 
one kiloton in strength neutron bomb.” 

The president exhales, “Get me the chairman of the Joint Chiefs on the 
speakerphone, please!” 

Within moments, the red light blinks on the console and Derry pops the 
button. A scratchy voice of the chairman brings some reality to the situation, 
“Mr. President, we are just waiting now for confirmation of what might be left of 
Central Command. The commanding general is leaving by air, trying to get away. 
Reports indicate that Russian jets are trying to catch up to force him to land.” 

The president probes, “What do we have for damages at St. Lucie?” 

The chairman blurts back, “Sir, there is a level eight (extreme) on damages of 
the nuclear facility there. The fallout is bad — the entire nuclear facility and its 
storage tanks are severely damaged by neutron energy. Anything within a mile 
from the plant is bathed in 8000 rad of radiation, and a cloud of radioactive 
fallout is traveling west over the south Florida region from the damaged nuclear 
reactors.” 

President Wisner digs into the update asking, “How about proportionate 
response? Do we have any planes in the sky from the base at Pensacola yet?” 

The chairman, Hank Breck states, “Yes, sir, we have planes in the air and 
could use a firm response from Congress, a definite go-ahead. We are under 
attack, and you may have to use a presidential directive to get our air defense 
under way, sir.” 

The president confirms, “For now, attack if you see any aggression or danger 
toward U.S. cities or military installations, I will get the congressional leaders on 
the phone for a conference call immediately!” 

The president begins to think out loud, “Why would the Russians bomb a 
nuclear plant with a low-level neutron bomb? Why would they want to create a 
meltdown and send a dangerous radiation cloud over South Florida?” 

Hank Breck elaborates, “Sir, with respect ... they knew that the low-level 
nuke would create only minimal damage to the surrounding area of the blast, but 
this will send shockwaves across America, causing people to submit or face 
further retaliation. The nuclear fallout created by the meltdown will only affect 
half of the Florida peninsula, keeping the rest of the country clear for their push 
inland. They are serious about taking control—they may have overplayed their 
hand this time. I am getting text messages from the nuclear commission that we 
need to get an emergency team to St. Lucie right away to contain the possibility 
of a complete nuclear reactor meltdown. They are confirming that the reactor 


has bad damage, and a cloud of nuclear radiated steam is leaking from the plant 
and traveling west across the South Florida peninsula. Sir, we have over five 
million people living in that affected area, from Miami to Fort Meyers!” 

President Wisner directs an answer, “Tell the nuclear commission to mobilize 
a team immediately and we’ll give them anything they need—I’ll get on the 
phone and have a talk with the Senate and House leaders, pronto!” 

Back at City Hall in Crane Lake, Minnesota, the mayor calls an emergency 
meeting of his staff in the city’s lunchroom. Present is his secretary Rose; the 
finance director, Doc Boyd; code compliance, Dell Bailey; the publicity director, 
Hal Shepherd; and public works department secretary, Susan Hendrilkut. 
Entering the room as if a funeral is underway, the mayor gave the impression of 
recently consuming a rotten steak of roadkill; he laments, “Our country has just 
been attacked by Russian jets. I don’t know if any of you heard what just dropped 
on South Florida, but it sounds profoundly serious—I heard it was a nuke. So, we 
need to prepare for the worst, and all options are on the table.” 

The police chief enters the somber room and sits at the long lunchroom table, 
as Hamilton Morrow follows. Morrow folds his hands on the table and speaks 
softly with a rasp, “There is no question that our country is being gutted by the 
United Nations. First, they get their troops here from multiple countries, and 
under the guise of a peacekeeping mission, they give the appearance of 
supporting our National Guard in ‘keeping order’ as the bird flu ravages the 
Southwest. Their true intentions now are clear, a total takeover using Russian air 
power, and as you will soon see — the Russian navy and ground troops. I would 
expect that other nations with world power status will flood into the Northwest 
and Southwest, and even the Eastern Seaboard. As retired CIA, I am not at 
liberty to divulge such sensitive information, but now that the UN troops are 
here, I need to warn you. The Republic, as we know it, is history! It is time to 
think about basic survival. Susan, do you have contacts still with friends over the 
border in Canada?” 

Susan motions with her hand up that she does, adding, “Yes, our public 
works department is often in contact with Canadian officials in cooperating 
departments concerning road conditions year-round. We have many friends in 
the Canadian highway offices of Transport Canada.” 

Morrow leans close to her over the table and says, “See if you can arrange 
everyone on our staff to cross the border and stay at one of their lake lodges.” 

Susan waves back with a hand and says, “No problem, they have helped us 
before with our annual retreats, and we’ve even gotten some Canadian 
government perks in the process. We’ll tell them to call it a stress-release 
retreat.” They all share a chuckle with her spontaneous humor. Hamilton smiles 
at her candor. 

A television news representative speaks into the screen like a commentator 
at a golfing match, “Meanwhile in Washington State, a volcano of major 


proportions shadows the state with a cloud of ash traveling east from the summit 
of Mt. St. Helens over the local cities of Yakima, Quincy, Moses Lake and further 

east to Spokane. Residents report up to six inches of ash coating everything in its 
path. Sheriff’s Deputy Lloyd Parks is here with me and has an update for Central 
Washington viewers.” 

Parks responds in kind, “We are asking that all residents stay inside, away 
from the dust and ash cloud. It is dangerous to breathe the ash, which may 
include volcanic glass particles, which can be very irritating to the lungs. We also 
must stress that all citizens stay off the roadways. We caution residents not to 
start their vehicles, as the dust and ash will immediately plug the air filter 
system. Our sheriff patrol cars now have special air filter systems, so please 
don’t be foolish thinking that your car can do any better. Abrasive dust and ash 
can also get into the movable parts of your vehicle, creating costly repair bills.” 

“Thank you, Officer Parks,” the news reporter continues, “all commerce and 
services are closed for the next several days in Central Washington State. The 
only services operating are emergency services; all residents are urged to stay at 
home until the dust and ash cloud dissipates. Geologists tell us that it will be 
several days until the eruption dissipates at Mt. St. Helens. We will now go to our 
representative near the summit, Jake Hollander, Jake, are you there? Jake? It 
looks like we have lost contact with our representative there - he was there just a 
moment ago - we will update you as soon as we can make contact again. Jake? 
Jake are you there?” There is a sudden cut on the TV screen to commercials. 

On the right side of the mountain, as the local Wash-a-tonians refer to it, 
there is a small city situated on the Columbia River on the eastern side of the 
Cascade mountain range, the city of Wenatchee. In the last few decades, since 
the first volcanic explosion of Mt. St. Helens, there have only been a few small- 
scale earthquakes. But today, as citizens are going about their usual business, 
there is an explosion of rock and volcanic lava, accompanied by high-pitched 
hissing sounds of tremendous amounts of gas being released. Right in the middle 
of their city, on a ridge called Saddle Rock, this scene is becoming a reality. An 
entire neighborhood of homes, businesses and a super church are immediately 
vaporized by the incredible heat from the fire and gasses, followed by a column 
of super-heated lava shooting directly upward over 300 feet from an 
underground feeder vein. As lava streams into the river below, huge steam 
clouds fill the once quiet valley, now threatening to dam the fast-moving river 
and flood the valley behind the newly created lava flow obstruction. With water 
rising, it will affect two cities in the valley and several small towns. This eruption 
is so unexpected that news crews and government officials need a few hours to 
respond. Word of this latest volcanic explosion begins to filter down through the 
respective government channels, as Derry receives a text message from the DHS 
... the city of Wenatchee, Washington has been cut in half by a volcanic explosion. 
Lava flows are building a dam on the Columbia River. Flooding will start soon, 


north of a new lava dam. We will be in further contact with our office there and 
have asked them to send word of the damages and resources they will need from 
FEMA. 

As the president of the United States is speaking with the speaker of the 
House regarding declaration of war procedures, more naval movements begin to 
penetrate U.S. borders. First, the Russians send naval vessels deep into the St. 
Lawrence Seaway, and all the way to the head of the lakes, where a man on the 
beach at Park Point in Duluth, Minnesota, stands in shock seeing a group of 
Russian naval ships approaching the harbor entrance piers. That is rare, the 
presence of foreign naval ships! Never thought I'd live to see it, he thought in 
his mind. A few minutes later, the first Russian destroyer, closing in on the canal 
between the piers, blows a shot off the bow to give notice to local authorities— 
DO NOT RESIST! A two-ton shell hits the water, uncomfortably to the side of one 
of the piers. 

The lone man on the beach begins a lament out loud, What happened to our 
naval forces? There is no noticeable Coast Guard resistance to the threatening 
Russian vessels. Whoa, there it is, a Russian naval ensign, a St. Andrew’s blue 
cross! 

The Russian flag is proudly displayed on the destroyer’s poop deck. The other 
five vessels are a second destroyer, one communication vessel, an imposing 
aircraft carrier and two troop carrier support ships. More ships also follow from 
a distance, and too numerous to count. 

This is a sad day! The lone beachgoer expresses himself, what’s to come of 
local Minnesotans? This is beyond belief! 

The breaks on local commerce are begun, stalling from the news of the 
Russian nuke on Florida, and creating more delays and shortages, soon making 
conditions in Minnesota more like the Cold War years under Stalin in Russia. 
Russian authorities, many Minnesotans will soon experience, have a strong 
disdain for Americans. 

“Ve vill break them!” The new Russian general promises to his waiting 
soldiers, “Vatching Americans suffer vill be something ve vill bragch about back 
to our comrades in Moscow. Ve vont stop till we see them all puke!” 

News of the harbor invasion rapidly spreads like mosquitos from Duluth to 
the northern reaches of Minnesota, and to the general staff at Crane Lake City 
Hall. 

“Mayor, I just had an e-mail from the City offices in Duluth, they say Russian 
vessels just docked in the harbor and Russian troops are enforcing military rule 
on the streets. Troop carriers are blurting commands in perfect English on 
loudspeakers: Residents are urged to stay in their homes. Only those who have 
official business will be allowed to travel; violators will be arrested, resisters 
shot!” Quotes Rose, the mayor’s secretary, over the mayor’s speakerphone. 

The mayor excitedly reacts, “Call Hamilton Morrow and Chief Fedo right 


away; tell them to meet our staff here as soon as they can arrive!” 

He then sends out an electronic communiqué, setting up an emergency 
meeting with Morrow, the police chief, and the rest of the available staff in the 
private all-glass meeting room in the center of the City offices. The glass meeting 
room had been debugged and was the only safe place to hold a confidential 
meeting in the entire complex. Here there are no phones, computers or any other 
electronic devices, as the room is used frequently by the court as a jury chamber. 
Within less than ten minutes, the group is assembled and comfortable with their 
traditional refreshments and coffee, as no staff meeting ever goes without 
refreshments, even pizza—even if under duress. Mayor King calls the meeting to 
order with an alert, “There is a Russian invasion underway in Minnesota. They 
have brought troops up the St. Lawrence Seaway and have docked their naval 
vessels at Duluth. Word from Duluth’s city hall is that they are now under martial 
law occupation. Russian troops are patrolling the streets and telling people to 
stay home; commerce is shut down, except for emergency services!” 

The police chief nods in agreement, “Yes, everyone, this is serious. What 
started out as a peacekeeping mission in California took a turn for the worse; it’s 
a Trojan Horse invasion emerging from a UN peacekeeping mission. All we can 
do here in Crane Lake is keep order on our streets until the Russians arrive; we 
will deal with them then. My guess is that, unless we see a strong showing of our 
own National Guard, we’ll have no other choice but to cooperate. Bullets and 
cannons pointed at your nose, speak no other words but yes and no, sir!” 

The mayor looks to Hamilton Morrow for any comment, who apprises, “Chief 
Fedo is right — we can’t stand up against cold steel. I will suggest that we get 
ready to cross the border into Canada as soon as our job of running the city is 
passed over to them. That would be as soon as their tanks are within thirty miles 
—anything less will not give us enough time. I will not advise leaving before 
then, as the local citizenry would view us as cowards; so let’s plan to get ready to 
go today. A couple of boats hidden up the lake today under some brush will be 
good insurance, so that we will be ready to go when relieved of duties by the 
close presence of Russian authorities.” 

Susan Hendrilkut speaks up from her perch, “I did contact my friend in 
Canada about our team taking a cabin at one of their lake resorts. Their 
transportation department has one that they use regularly for road crews, and 
she’ll make sure it’s available when we need it. All I have to do is send her a 
coded e-mail.” 

“Excellent,” praises the mayor, “tell her we are definitely coming, soon 
There is a big surprise for the president and his team upon arrival to the 
underground meeting in the Nevada desert. Air Force One lands like a smooth 
hand buttering bread in an unknown area of Nevada, known only for its silver 

mines. Residents of the area always ponder where these huge bombers and 
fighter jets go to that fly low overhead. A shrouded runway on a thousand acre 
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ranch is safeguarded from view by the surrounding mountains; it is like the 
mountains swallow the planes up, only later to be seen again, rising into clouds 
on another takeoff mission. There is only one road servicing this highly secret 
base, meeting the highway unannounced by a simple automatic gate. No guards 
are present anywhere, at least that can be seen. Occasionally though, bold 
hunters jump the fence, ignoring the warning signs: Government-Controlled 
Area. They find themselves hurriedly taken to the ground by black-dressed 
soldiers with night vision scopes on their helmets. These trespassers will not see 
freedom again for several days, following intense four-to-five-hour-long 
interrogations touching every possibility of their intentions. And if they have a 
history of trespassing, they will be held longer. Following release, they suddenly 
wake up in a local sheriff’s department cell, not having a clue of how they got 
there. From there, they have an arraignment before a local judge who throws the 
gavel at them for trespassing along with maximum fines before they ever see 
freedom again! 

Hungry mountain, as it is called, is one of the most secret of government 
underground air facilities in the Western states. Being a former silver mine, it 
has gargantuan caverns that run for miles under the earth. As Air Force One 
taxies to a proud stop on a large parking square, an elevator underneath begins 
lowering the plane to a lower level beneath the earth-a titanic elevator! As the 
plane reaches the lower level, it simply taxies inside to an immense cavernous 
airplane hangar, the elevator returning to the surface, showing no sign of any 
plane ever being there. Anyone viewing the area from the surface will only 
witness a runway on the earth’s surface with no buildings whatsoever! But inside 
this underground facility is a full squadron of planes, including several nuclear 
bomb-lugging flying fortresses. The president and his team exit the plane and are 
greeted by Air Force General Eugene Pickton and his staff. They are led into a 
modern underground facility similar in size to a mega-mall if it was built on the 
surface. 

Entering the control center, Derry Sinko seats himself next to the president 
and the General and verbally highlights, “Finally, here we can see what the UN is 
up to! We have another surprise that surfaced in the last hour - a British armada 
is approaching Boston in a definite fleet attack movement. There are troop 
carriers, an aircraft carrier, several destroyers and nuclear submarine 
movements underneath the surface. It is astonishing to see our old allies 
threatening our shores with most of our Atlantic naval force being concentrated 
south of the nation’s capital to ward off any further penetration of our coast by 
the Russians. Sadly, we saw the British armada approaching, but assumed by 
their communications that they were on a support mission — they caught us by 
surprise. Above New England, there is also Russian naval penetration into the St. 
Lawrence Seaway, but now with the British blocking us at Boston, we have no 
way to cut them off. The Russians currently have several imposing destroyers off 


the Carolina coast, an aircraft carrier, and numerous subs and troop carriers, 
and thankfully we are blocking them from the capital with a large task force.” 

“Now here is another surprise,” Derry points to a wall size map and states, 
“notice the red clusters here in Southern California, Arizona and New Mexico. 
These are Mexican troop movements into our Southwest. Up in Washington State 
are more naval movements into our waters by the Red Chinese ... this has placed 
the Pacific fleet on full alert, as they are preparing to sail tonight from Hawaii. 
What we have is a complete invasion by UN sponsored British, Russian, Chinese 
and Mexican navies and their ground troops. This is no longer a peacekeeping 
mission. it’s a unilateral invasion. We are under attack and need to respond with 
full force. I recommend our nuclear carriers, subs and B-52 bombers to open up 
with condition five.” 

The president suddenly commands, “Get the chairman of the Joint Chiefs on 
the speakerphone.” 

Within moments, Hank Breck is on the line barking, “Sir, we’ve been duped 
by the UN, and they are invading with force. The situation here in Washington, 
along with our Southwest border regions, Washington State, Florida, and the St. 
Lawrence Seaway ports looks grim. We need to act under code level five right 
away or we’ll lose our grip on the situation within the hour!” 

The president leans into the speakerphone, speaking slowly, “Are you 
recommending a proportionate missile strike?” 

Breck says firmly, “Yes, sir! We need to respond with code level five to major 
targets in the offending countries.” 

The president responds with, “OK, I will get back to you shortly, Hank.” 

Derry ends the call with a button push, and the president mumbles, “Derry — 
get the UN secretary-general on the line for me.” 

A couple of moments follow and Blaise Florenta’s voice speaks calmly 
through the speakerphone to Wisner, “How can I be of assistance, Mr. 
President?” 

Wisner speaks right to the point, “Blaise, we are just wondering what your 
group is up to, for one moment we are participating in a voluntary peacekeeping 
operation and the next thing that happens is an invasion! Do you have any sway 
over what is happening here on our shores?” 

Blaise finalizes, “Why, yes, of course, Jared. I will be open and honest to let 
you in on our full plan, it is to take most of your coastal areas east and west, 
where the lion’s share of your population resides by placing these areas under 
the control of UN participating nations. The rest of your land, or the Middle 
West, where most of your food is grown, will be left in your hands. You will 
become our farmer slaves to feed the rest of the world. Your population will not 
be harmed but will be placed under the control of the UN under a global 
government agreement. If there is any resistance by your military, unfortunately, 
more of your cities in Florida or Alaska will have to be punished with fire. We 


chose to nuke Florida, as the prevailing winds will carry the radiation out to sea, 
where it will not affect any of your breadbasket states. If you resist and release 
any missiles or nukes, the Russians will flatten coastal cities in the two states 
mentioned states. Do we have an agreement?” 

The president speaks slowly, “I will need to talk to the nation’s leadership 
before we will officially concede our military response to your invasion.” 

Blaise responds, “Carpe Diem, my friend.” 

Wisner concludes, “You are no longer a friend....” 

Following the shock of three days of Russian occupation in Duluth, 
Minnesota, citizens bravely start to wander the streets looking for food and are 
harassed by Russian troops with menacing guard dogs showing their teeth, while 
pulling on their leashes, barking angrily. Some make a run back home to safety, 
while other brave souls find safety in numbers and begin to congregate around 
City Hall, and a safe distance from the barricades created by Russian armored 
vehicles. It does not take long, though, for the Russians to use European tactics 
of crowd control—the water cannon. Activated, it creates quite a scene, as 
parents with screaming children are forced to retreat by the blast of water in the 
cool Minnesota morning temperatures. This creating even more havoc of people 
in wet clothing, and later, hypothermia! Some innovative citizens begin creating 
their own barricades with trash cans and lids to protect themselves from the 
water jets, resembling a poor back-alley army of peasants. By the time the 
peasant army gives up and is dispersing, only a few lone souls, limping around 
with scuffs and sprained limbs, hold their places in the breadline. Suddenly, a 
Russian officer belts out directives over a loudspeaker mounted on his tank, 
telling citizens that there will be food distribution set up at the local schools. Ina 
thick Russian accent, the officer blurts, “You vill be given allotments of foot at 
the local schoolz starting tomorrow, bring along one standart plastic shopping 
bahg and an empty gallin jugh to carry liquit.” 

It was a sad day for Duluthians, many of whom were in the upper middle 
class of society, and used to above average living conditions, to have to stand in 
breadlines waiting for food. Some of these same wealthy citizens now weep, 
holding each other as they stumble over trash and debris left in the streets on 
their way home from a day of dodging Russian armored vehicles. Other citizens, 
resembling a gang of hardened street people, look upon the high society citizens 
with disdain, planning and hoping for an opportunity to loot their homes or 
businesses for anything of value they might trade. Russian loudspeakers on 
mobile trucks announce, “Anty looting vill result in severe penalty, even death!” 
However, that will not dissuade some of the organizing survival gang members 
from doing what they think is necessary. 

As evening falls on the city, the darkness brings the sound of windows 
breaking as gang members ply their new dangerous trade of grab-and-run. This 
makes living conditions quite dangerous for high society citizens trying to 


protect their homes and properties. Many post watchmen overnight on their 
porches to alert family members of roaming gangs in the neighborhood—inside, 
away from the sight of Russian soldiers, are strategically placed rifles and 
handguns. Morning reveals much carnage of dead bodies along the roadsides by 
the dozen, the after-effects of homeowners protecting their properties. Russian 
authorities send out trucks to pick up the dead and drop them in mass graves at 
the city’s edge. 

After a week of these body clean-ups across the city, the Russian General Igor 
Popov orders the confiscation of all weapons. Addressing the troops, he orders, 
“All commanders vill order troops to enter private homz and seize any veaponts 
they haf. Trucks with lout speakers vill alert the citizens that ve vill be coming to 
confiscate ze veapons. If they don’t give them up villingly, they vill be shot!” 

Another development that U.S. citizens are mostly appalled at, is the fact that 
British troop carriers are docked in Boston Harbor! Truly the insult of the 
centuries, for this is the same harbor the British held during the American 
Revolution! Not surprising, that when British soldiers step on shore, they 
encounter some short skirmishes with local militias and the U.S. Coastguard’s 
coastal patrol. In return, British destroyers lob two-ton shells on any pockets of 
resistance, quickly silencing any immediate threat to the troop carriers. British 
troops in full military regalia are seen moving inland, claiming for the queen 
what was once theirs, the colonial territories. To them it’s a bonus, following 
over two hundred years of military separation, after being ousted from America 
partly by the hand of the French in the American Revolution. General Cornwallis 
might rise again from his grave to challenge old George Washington and his 
ragged band of Colonial militia. But truly, the militia, now opposing their landing, 
are well-motivated local citizens brave enough to face waves of British .223 
and .50 caliber rifles; some militia being skillful snipers who shoot British 
soldiers as if they are standing in formation in a modern-day turkey shoot! These 
militia groups hide in ditches and ravines, hitting hard and fast any British 
military units, while fading away into the urban parks and wooded areas. 

The first stage of British occupation in Boston brings to a grim reality, the 
rifling of homes. Roaming through neighborhoods, they break through doors with 
a kick, tearing homes apart while looking for weapons. 

“We will disarm the citizens. This is phase one in our long term occupation 
plans,” a British officer barks at his troops as they make their way through the 
first row of homes in downtown Boston. “Citizens who oppose us with weapons 
will be neutralized,” he orders. 

Some British troops close in on a city park, where a group of militia open fire 
on them from a long ravine. A firefight explodes with deadly force, not seen in 
Boston since the battle of Bunker Hill. With British troops advancing forward, a 
militia commander, in the tradition of revolution, shouts, “Don’t fire until you see 
the whites of their eyes!” The militia, honoring his quip, open a brisk fire at 


anything that moves. They are eagerly conscious that they are the first to take 
part in a new American Revolution; this same bold spirit the British, the 
Russians, the Mexicans and the Chinese will experience in their quest for 
occupation of the former U.S.A. 

“The citizens are well-armed and are resisting us at every turn,” says one 
British commander over the Northeastern United States. He further exclaims to 
a UN general, “There is no place for us to sit, eat, or have a cup of coffee! They 
shoot our officers in the head and run; we have only captured a few.” 

Back at Crane Lake City Hall, the mayor and the police chief are lounging in 
the employee lounge watching the news network when a “special report” ribbon 
appears across the bottom of the screen. An excited news babe appears onscreen 
announcing, “There is a new development in the Northwest, a fleet of Chinese 
ships is entering U.S. territorial waters off the coast of Washington State near 
Seattle. This is a large fleet of warships carrying troops, led by several 
destroyers and followed by two aircraft carriers.” 

The mayor curses silently. 

“What do you think of that?” The police chief asks and continues, “it looks 
like Washington State and Oregon are in their scopes! What do you think the 
Chinese troops will do here?” 

The mayor mumbles, “I can’t think of them as being anything but 
antagonistic.” 

The police chief nods in agreement, adding, “Are those boats ready-to-sail 
that were reserved for us up the lake? I think we should start packing and get 
ready to go off to Canada!” 

Within one hour, the first Chinese troops surface on the streets of Seattle. 
American National Guard troop snipers send a warm welcome of .223 caliber fire 
down on them. The Washington State Guard are some of the finest trained 
marksmen in the country, and although small in number, they are seasoned in the 
arts of urban warfare. Most of them grew up close to the mountain range and 
knew the backwoods trails. It will brusquely become a masterful art of guerilla 
warfare as Chinese troop carriers lumber into their rifle sites. There are also 
local citizens who are well-armed and join ‘unofficially’ with National Guard units 
in welcoming the Chinese troops with more random sniper fire. They make the 
Chinese fight for every inch of ground in the evergreen mountain state. 

Expectedly, the Chinese commanders assure their troops by saying, “As soon 
aS we pass over the Cascade mountains and get into the central flatlands, 
resistance will crumble!” The Chinese begin assembling on the eastern side of 
Seattle to make their push over the main mountain roads into Central 
Washington, an area of corn and wheat fields. 

Brandon Shoe, the National Guard commander over the Seattle area, is 
assembling his troops just east of Monroe to block the Chinese advance over the 
Cascades pass on State Highway 2. Another guard unit, under his direction, he 


sends to the south to block the other main interstate pass at Snoqualmie. Ina 
conversation to his lieutenant blocking the southern pass, Brandon updates, “our 
drone intelligence clearly indicates the Chinese will try the Northern Highway 2 
pass first, as they are assembling in that direction. The Chinese are thinking 
ahead ... they don’t want to wreck the interstate roads with heavy tanks and 
large equipment traffic, as they plan on using interstate roads for commerce- 
trade after the takeover is complete. So, the northern route of Highway 2 is more 
ideal to cause the least amount of damage to the infrastructure.” 

Shoe’s guard force becomes a catalyst for an unexpected large militia 
gathering at Monroe as more upset citizens with arms start showing up, taking 
positions amongst the boulders and pine forests. It is the dry season in the 
mountains, and one main concern for Brandon’s guard units is what can happen 
if a forest fire is sparked by a fire fight. 

Sharing a military secret, Brandon highlights, “They will have to give up 
ground in the path of a fast moving fire, and as history has highlighted, this area 
is ripe for fires - they’re usually sparked by lightning. In recent years, enormous 
wildfires have consumed vast acreages on the eastern slopes of the Cascades, 
the fires burning all around some of the small towns and taking with it many 
homes. This is not far from where the National Guard troops are gathering. One 
wildfire was one of the largest in American history, burning over a quarter 
million acres! The Chinese should have no knowledge of this possible 
contingency, so if the winds are in our operational plans favor, we can start fires 
to drive the Chinese forces’ direction! This will be an effective war tactic, as 
wildfires burn precipitously and cover large areas with sometimes explosive 
results, throwing the Chinese forces into confusion. So—victory could hinge for 
either side—on which way the wind blows.” 

The National Guard, now reinforced with great numbers of militia, decide to 
listen to Brandon’s local knowledge of grass and forest fires to their full 
advantage. 

Shoe expounds on his phone to a southern lieutenant, “If the wind is right, 
we'll drive them back with fire. Wind direction here on Highway 2 is now out of 
the northeast, which will be perfect if the Chinese advance here in the next six 
hours. What is the wind direction in your area?” 

The lieutenant returns, “Uh, we have wind from the east blowing directly into 
their faces. We’ll burn up the whole valley tonight if they advance toward us into 
the passes.” 

“Roger that,” Brandon chirps, “an advantage of starting the wildfire in the 
mountain pass area will be that the vortex of wind, rushing through the valley, 
will fan the flames for the perfect wall of fire scenario to push the Chinese troops 
back toward Seattle. Wait until they are well into the valley though to start the 
fires, so we can burn up as much of their armor as possible.” 

“Copy,” the lieutenant confirms, “I’ll have my fire teams stationed up and 


down the valley for this scenario. Thanks for the wall of fire plan—that’s cutting- 
edge!” 

News reports flow out of California like a bad Hollywood movie, and a 
television reporter on Crane Lake’s employee lounge TV blurts out the latest 
bizarre update. “Mexican troops, proudly dressed, stopped our news team near 
the California-Oregon border as we tried to cross over to return to our station in 
San Francisco following our coverage of the Mt. St. Helen’s earthquake. We 
never expected to run into armed Mexican troops, not displaying the usual UN 
insignia. We were expecting to run into UN troops but not full-blown Mexican 
military!” 

The police chief, Nelson Fedo, shrugs from the report, and while pouring a 
cup of coffee, he relates, “Looks like the whole country is being overrun.” 

Alicia George, sharing a break with him, drives the urgency of the situation a 
bit further with, “We need to be making plans today to leave for Canada. I am 
going to the supermarket tonight to stock up on about twenty pounds of dried 
rice and beans. Do we have a contingency plan? We need to do something within 
the next forty-eight hours.” 

“Roger that,” the police chief agrees, “tonight, let’s get everyone on a level 
five emergency alert — I’ll put it out on the police station chatter-box to get all 
the other officers updated.” 

Alicia adds, “Don’t forget to have an operational list of priorities made up. 
Our first priority is to protect our fellow citizens from looting and crime, but 
when the Russian troops show up, we need to time our response to ditch Dodge 
before they lock us all up and torture us for informational purposes.” 

Chief Fedo looks sadly at her and whispers, “As soon as they are within thirty 
miles of town, we’re free to go, as they won’t let us do our jobs anymore, anyway 
—SPREAD THE WORD!” 

As in the days of Noah, Enoch, the seventh from Adam, wrote in his ancient 
book: 

“[They] have defiled themselves with them in all manner of uncleaness. And 
when their sons have slain one another, and when they have seen the destruction 
of their beloved ones, bind them fast for seventy generations, in the valleys of the 
earth, till the day of their judgement and their consummation, till the judgement 
that is for ever and ever is consummated. In those days they shall be led off to 
the abyss of fire: and to the torment and prison in which they shall be confined 
forever. And whosoever shall be condemned and destroyed will from thenceforth 
be bound together with them to the end of all generations. ’(21] 
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Our modern day compares astonishingly to the days of Enoch, the landscape 
is not too much different. In Enoch’s days, they sacrificed their children in the 
fire, on the brass arms of the idol Baal. Today, they glorify fornication, and for 
convenience, they do the same on the legislative altar—straight into the brazen 
altar of the abortion industry, where murder is legal! Following this is all sorts of 
vileness; all sorts of evil in the name of entertainment, politics and religion—pure 
drunkenness—there’s nothing new under the sun! Thus, the stage is set in this 
generation for a different type of fire; this time it will fall from the heavens in a 
destructive, cleansing fire that God will rain upon the nations. Who, for selfish 
reasons, will assemble themselves against His land Israel, for God’s dwelling will 
one day be in Israel’s true capital, Jerusalem! Enoch, the seventh from Adam, 
was a voice from the distant past, but his writings are as clear as a firework 
display on the Fourth of July! America, the land of freedom, is now being 
overtaken by its former business partners, allies and neighbors who have a new 
vision for the whole world. But their world view sees that America stands in their 
way. They see a global cooperative union, and Americans are too independent! 

A new battle zone is emerging in the Northeast United States, from Maine to 
the Carolinas. American citizens, after witnessing British troops kicking in doors 
and ransacking homes to confiscate weapons and guns, are fed up! Americans in 
the coastal states are organizing into powerful, effective militias overnight! 
British supply columns, as in the days of the Revolutionary War, are once 
experiencing a resurgence—a new colonial revolution, this time though, using 
more sophisticated weaponry, the R series battle rifles and the M1A. The militia 


is capitalizing on a most effective tactic, which it borrowed from the first 
Revolutionary War, sniper fire concentrated on British officers! 

“It has become dangerous for any British officers to even peep their heads 
out of a doorway, for the moment they do, their head is taken off by precision 
fire!” British General, Harold Barr, barks to his main man, Colonel Twisp, whose 
boots are on the ground. 

Twisp responds, “I say, we’ll meet these rebels force to force, if we can tell 
where the shots are coming from. London cautioned us not to target civilians, 
but the civilians are bloody militia! The only difference is green camo pants 
and .50 caliber or .223 sniper rifles!” 

General Barr’s voice goes brazen, “Just send our own snipers out ahead to 
spot their positions and call in for helicopter support!” 

Military funerals for British officers are now a daily event, most dead from 
precision sniper headshots. A newspaper in London is publishing the names of 
the dead officers, creating mounting pressure in the capital of the Lion to Pounce 
on Those Bloody Yankees! As one headline post read. 

The last meeting of Crane Lake’s city council starts with a bang. “I know 
what you people are up to,” the most corrupt city council member of all time 
comments, “I have heard the rumors of some of the city leaders getting ready to 
flee for the border; it’s cowardly to shirk your responsibilities!” 

The mayor, seeing their secret now becoming public information with a news 
reporter present, addresses Vito Dixon with rapid counter-reasoning, “Vito, I 
don’t know what kind of backward joint you heard such melodrama from, or 
maybe you are just not feeling well with all of the stress upon you from the 
Russian troop advances to our area. Perhaps you could talk to someone who can 
help. Is there anything that we can do to help you cope?” 

The local news reporter stops typing, displaying on his face the usual boring 
demeanor of covering another public meeting. 

Vito shut off his mike and put his head in his hands, mumbling, “I’m sorry, it 
was just something I heard, I’ll shut up.” 

The rest of the city council remains unaware that Vito had secret plans of his 
own to make deals with the Russian authorities: namely one, to trade public 
lands for favors. And two: his real estate contact has a list of all the available tax 
forfeit properties that can be easily claimed, since some of these properties are 
scheduled to be subject to public auctions. Vito, secretly obtaining this list of 
properties, can use them to make friends of the new occupational hierarchy. 

The city council meeting came to be the shortest half-hour presentation in its 
fifty-year history; the mayor urging all city employees to “cooperate as much as 
possible with the Russian authorities upon their arrival.” 

Now with just twelve hours to go, Mayor King speaks his last directive to the 
city employees, “Just do as they say, and nobody gets hurt. I just received an e- 
mail from the Duluth mayor who urged his staff to do the same, ‘no funny stuff, 
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or we’re all affected 

Then he turns his attention to the public, updating, “And the next 
announcement on the agenda is that City Hall will be down to reduced hours 
during the occupation so that our city employees can take care of their families. 
We will operate the city with a skeleton crew and our business hours will be 
mornings only!” 

Following the meeting, the mayor calls the police chief and Hamilton Morrow 
into his office for a private meeting. Slouching over as if in pain, the mayor 
whispers, “We need to do something about Vito Dixon ... the little bastard nearly 
revealed our whole escape plan.” 

Morrow sits back and says, “I have a plan to deal with this extortioner. He 
has been filling his pockets for years with public money under the table, as some 
reliable real estate sources have shared. So, I can see you won’t feel any guilt 
when I tell you how to neutralize his ass—CIA style. The police chief will have to 
arrest him on corruption charges. I mean, we know how corrupt he is, so who 
needs direct evidence? It’s just that there is no time for his jury trial. He has 
shared city expansion plans with his real estate contact for years, so they can 
claim all the meaty land contracts and cash in, pocketing the big money! OK, 
here is the plan: Chief, you arrest him on corruption charges and throw him in 
the holding cell overnight. By the time his lawyer has a chance to figure out 
there is no evidence to back up the charges, we’re in Canada! Oh yeah, later the 
judge may try to come after Chief Fedo for overstepping his authority, but what 
does that matter? Can they send a municipal-issued warrant over the border? 
Now, one last thing. Once you have the little turd in the clink and locked up tight, 
throw away the key by posting another totally bogus reason for his confinement 
—inform the Russian authorities that he’s in jail for conspiring to organize a 
militia against the Russian takeover forces, and you didn’t want to endanger the 
population by leaving him free.” 

The police chief looks up from folding his hands over his face and says, “Up 
until this hour, I always did things by the book, but let us live a new chapter ... 
we’ll lock him up tonight and keep him there until we leave! Once we’re gone, 
the Russians will boil him alive in oil! None of the remaining city employees will 
be able to convince the Russians of his innocence without themselves being 
splashed with hot oil. Here is something only I knew about Vito: he’s a secret 
drug runner ... he’s been involved in the drug trade, smuggling cocaine across 
the border for at least a decade. He now shows his own signs of drug 
dependency. Now, when we lock him up, he’ll be lucky to get a cup of coffee! His 
first three days without cocaine will probably cause his body severe withdrawals, 
as cocaine creates a great psychological dependence.” 

“How has he been smuggling drugs across the border?” The mayor digs. 

“Well, the little boat that we are using to escape to Canada with, is the same 
one Vito used to use to sneak around the border waters with. When we launch, 


you will notice that it is camouflaged and has a speedy motor. We confiscated it 
recently when we got close to catching him on a return trip from Canadian water 
—Vito escaped out of the boat in a frog suit. We found a large stash of cocaine 
onboard.” 

Chief Fedo adjusts his position to face the mayor, and speaks in a hushed 
tone, “You know, Mayor, on another subject, and after this is all over, and we 
return from Canada; I have a confession to make. There are some file cabinets 
under tight seal in the police station records vault that contain some very 
disturbing secrets. I don’t want to mention to whom those secrets are filed under, 
currently labeled under a fictitious name. You would be surprised, though, who I 
have dirt on in this city. Anyway, as far as Vito Dixon, I would like to request that 
this discussion about how we dealt with him never took place.” 

The mayor takes his coffee cup, holds it over the garbage can and releases it 
with a thump. With caution, he informs, “I just drank the evidence and dropped it 
in the can ... Chief, you have my guarantee that nothing will be said. But you 
should know, my office files have skeletons on many people who have been in and 
out of the City offices and their State contacts over the years that never made it 
over to your investigative wing. Some of these people are old friends, and some 
are enemies who we will never hear from again. They took jobs in California and 
Nevada or other corrupt administrations in their chain of contacts. The truth is, 
we both have secrets, and hopefully these old skeletons will never grow any flesh 
and walk around again. Hey, let’s get home and pack, for it’s time to go to 
Canada!” 

The police chief walks out of the meeting with the mayor and returns to his 
office at the police station. Entering, he hears the police radio quack, “Officer 
needed downtown ... suspect at Bay and Main violating the peace.” 

The police chief knew that since the days of the Roman civilization, the ‘pax- 
max’ must be the governing focus in society to maintain order. This last time he 
decides to take the call himself. Hitting the mike on the office radio, he confirms 
by saying, “unit one, copy.” 

He then comments to Zoe, “Just got to get a new battery for my mobile 
radio.” The police chief goes to the accessories closet where batteries are 
charging and grabs a fully charged replacement, walks out the back door and 
jumps into his high-tech SUV. Onboard he has a computer, police radio, and ham 
radio all in hand’s reach of the steering wheel. A true communications rig, the 
antennas for these devices whip back and forth on the roof as soon as he starts 
up the colossal cruiser and moves forward. His police interceptor is made even 
more intimidating by having a black battering ram on the front, for use during a 
high-speed chase, when it becomes necessary to bump an offending vehicle off 
the road. From experience, though, he knows that whenever contact is made 
with another vehicle, especially at high speeds, the police vehicle will sustain 
front-end damage and will later be decommissioned and sent off to auction. 


When Chief Fedo arrives downtown on Main Street and Bay, he sees exactly what 
he expects—the city’s self-appointed prophet, Jeremiah. As he exits his SUV 
cruiser with flashing lights blipping, he is suddenly mystified by hearing the 
same distinctive words that he had heard spoken recently during a church Bible 
class. The words Jeremiah read came from the book of Joel chapter one, verse 
five: 

“Awake ye drunkards, and weep; howl all ye drinkers of wine, for the new 
wine because it is cut off from your mouths.” 

Chief Fedo walks slowly up to Jeremiah and stands directly in front of him. He 
says, “You know Jeremiah, in the past I would have ordered you to stop your 
preaching for the breaking of the sound barrier. But this time I want you to be 
part of the solution. I would like to offer you a warm pulpit to stand in to warn 
the public of the coming judgement.” 

Jeremiah adjusts his feet to the gathering crowd and yells out at the top of his 
lungs; spit flying from his nostrils and lips, as he quotes from the book of the 
prophet Joel: 

“Sanctify ye a fast and call a solemn assembly. Gather the elders and all the 
inhabitants of the land into the house of your God and cry unto the Lord! Alas! 
For the day! for the day of the Lord is at hand, and as a destruction from the 
Almighty shall it come!” Joel chapter 1:14 and 15).”[22] 

The police chief speaks directly to Jeremiah, “Of course, that’s exactly what I 
had in mind!” Placing a hasty call on his cell phone to his pastor, he requests that 
the Crane Lake Lutheran fellowship doors be opened immediately. He goes on to 
explain a bit of the unusual circumstances and his pastor confirms, “Absolutely, 
I’ll run over now and get the building ready.” 

The police chief looks at the crowd who are in tears of joy and says, “This 
could be our last day as free citizens in a land that is being run over by a foreign 
army.” 

Behind him, Jeremiah utters, “A nation has come up upon my land, strong, 
and without number, whose teeth are as the teeth of a lion.” 

“Yes!” the chief proclaims out loud, “I invite all of you listening to join me at 
the Lutheran church for a spontaneous service of weeping and prayer, it’s time to 
cry out to our Lord.” 

He looks at the self-appointed prophet and says, “Thank you for letting us 
know what is most important, will you join us and help lead this prayer service?” 

Jeremiah nods, his lips pursed, with tears streaming down his face. He 
confirms, “Yes, I would be most honored to join you.” 

The stunned crowd all go to their cars and head over to the Lutheran church. 
It is late in the afternoon and summer is turning to fall with cool air and shorter 
days. But now, with the church lights lit up and beaming like a streaking beacon 
of light on the hillside, it brings a warmness and some hope to a nation whose 
lights are dimming in the close of the day. 


With the endorsement of the Chief of Police, the extemporaneous meeting at 
the Lutheran church springs to an overflow crowd, as the chief stands ready at 
the front lectern to greet the public; he speaks sincerely, “Dear friends and 
citizens of this once great country, we join hearts here tonight in the last hours of 
the flickering light of freedom. Russian troops are advancing this way with 
formidable power, to occupy our environs. We urge you to cooperate with them 
or you will face inhumane incarceration. In these last hours of freedom, the most 
important thing we can do is—to pray. I asked Jeremiah to join us to lead our 
final prayer meeting together.” 

Chief Fedo then puts forth his hand for Jeremiah to come forward to lead the 
prayer service. Jeremiah does not hesitate for a second, immediately interceding 
for the nation. Like a brazen prophet of old, he cries out, “Heavenly Father, we 
beseech you to hear our prayers. Since the beginning of our nation, we 
acknowledged your presence in our Declaration of Independence and wrote your 
wisdom into our Constitution. And, over two centuries of running this great 
nation, men turned their hearts over to building and prosperity ... which should 
have been a blessing, but instead led many to greed. We ask for your mercy, that 
one day this mighty nation will prosper again, and that men won’t forget your 
blessings, turning their hearts from iniquity. We pray for our present situation 
that you will protect your people from the deliberate sword of the enemy. If there 
is a place of safety where we can run to, please show it. If there is food and 
provision for our families, please provide it. If there are medicines that we can 
use for our healing, make that available. If there is a solution to bring peace to 
our present circumstances, please make that evident. Show us your will; show us 
your presence; show us the people whom we can trust. Please help our city 
leaders to deal with the Russian military authorities; knowing what to say, what 
to do, and how to respond. Help our people to cooperate as much as they can to 
keep our public services and infrastructure intact. We ask for guidance from the 
divine hand of grace, amen.” The chief then asks that any other ministers 
present to come forward to pray, of which several did. 

Following a wonderful and spontaneous prayer service where people 
experienced a presence of the Holy Spirit with Jeremiah’s prayers brushing 
heaven; reluctantly, the crowd disperses to their waiting cars—the hour draws 
late. 

Suddenly, the police chief’s phone lights up. He answers to a robot-like voice, 
“There is a situation downtown at the communication tower ... a man has 
climbed up near the top; he’s not one of the phone company’s employees. It’s 
either a suicide attempt or an act of terrorism.” 

Chief Fedo answers calmly, speaking into his phone, “See if you can get ahold 
of the crane company manager — I’Il be at the tower shortly.” 

The chief drives with siren blaring to a fenced off square property 
surrounding the phone company’s downtown tower, and up near the top, next to 


a microwave dish, is the figure of a man holding onto a metal support bar in the 
face of a stiff northern wind - darkness prevails. 

A waiting phone company engineer walks up to Chief Fedo announcing, “Sir, 
he’s not one of ours; he must have scaled the fence!” 

The police chief with a look of concern informs, “We have someone locating a 
crane operator ... the fire department doesn’t have a ladder truck that high. 
What is the tower height? Ten stories?” 

“Yep, just over one hundred feet to the top,” the engineer confirms. “Why do 
you think he climbed up there? All he can do is knock off our local microwave 
feed....” 

Chief Fedo responds, “Well, as soon as I can get up there, we’ll find out why 
chose to keep us all from going home early.” 

He then barks some more orders on a speed dial, commanding, “Get the fire 
chief over here, we’ll need his expertise!” 

“Roger that!” The dispatch operator confirms. 

The police chief then lifts the back door of his SUV and pulls out a bullhorn; 
he directs toward the man on the tower, a communication, “We’re here to help ... 
can I ask why you are up there?” No response came from the shadowy figure at 
the top of the one-hundred-foot self-supporting tower, which is a type of tower 
that is wide at the bottom, and tapering off to a pointed top, resembling the Eiffel 
Tower in Paris. Fire department trucks with their distinctive blasting sirens 
descend on the scene with lights flashing, as well as a crowd of curious on- 
lookers. Chief Fedo observes this rubber-necking festival, becoming 
uncomfortable with the problem of too many people gawking, and uses his 
bullhorn to scramble them to the other side of the street. 

He barks, “This is a crime scene - don’t get too close.” That did the trick, for 
as soon as he said the words ‘crime scene,’ the nervous crowd retreats across 
the street to loiter around the entrance of the Northern Pike Café, this action 
creating a business opportunity for the night manager. 

Like a wise supervisor planning the next rush, he shouts to his kitchen staff, 
“Start the coffee makers, drop the burgers and fries, we’ve got a busload.” 

One of the firetruck crews then directs a high-lumen spotlight on the suspect, 
showing his features clearly to everyone on the ground, and one of the 
bystanders steps forward to one of the firemen and indicates she has some 
information on the man’s identity. She is quickly escorted to the police chief’s 
SUV across the street. 

“Chief, I think you need to talk to this lady,” the fireman indicates as he steps 
aside to allow the lady access to the police chief’s presence. 

She laments, “Sir, I know who that is ... I recognize his features and jacket— 
that’s my boss! He owns the real estate company I work for ... his name is Frank 
Herman.” 

“OK, thank you, ma’am. Ah, do you know why he might be up there?” The 


police chief inquires. 

She fumbles a bit with her car keys, slowly adding, “Well, since the Russians 
came into Minnesota, people quit buying real estate, and we had several 
contracts cancel this week—a whole lot of money has just gone out the window, 
we’re almost shut down.” 

Chief Fedo gives an understanding nod, saying, “Yep, that is tragic. Ah, thank 
you ma’am for your honesty, we’ll see what we can do to get Frank down—the 
tower crane should arrive any minute.” 

The police chief looks to the fireman and summarizes, “At least now we know 
now that this isn’t an act of terrorism.” 

Ten minutes later, the roaring of a beastly crane’s engine could be heard 
slowly lurching to its position in the middle of Main Street. Several orange- 
vested men jump out of the massive behemoth, launching the hydraulic main 
anchor supports out in perpendicular directions, to supply balance and support 
for the rising super crane. The crane supervisor walks over to the fire 
department chief, questioning, “Well, who’s going up in the basket?” 

The fire chief looks around him to several faces of suddenly-mute waiting 
police—no response. The police chief takes a step forward, biting his lip, saying, 
“T guess I will.” As the big crane lifts to the sky, a large steel ball with a hook on 
the end cables down to the ground level and is connected to a simple cage-like 
basket. 

“Well, let’s get this done so we can all go home and get ready for the 
Russians,” the supervisor says while the police chief steps in. 

Before leaving the ground, the police chief looks toward the fire chief and 
asks, “Once we get close, how do you recommend getting the guy in the basket?” 

The fire chief adds a bit of advice, “Just grab his feet as he steps down into it, 
helping his balance; go slow — keep talking to him — never stop giving 
directions.” 

Slowly, the basket rises to within five feet of the man who is holding on about 
ninety feet above the ground. 

Chief Fedo calls out, “Hey Frank, how could things get so bad that you would 
think of hurting yourself. Have you talked to your wife about this? Did you think 
about your children probably having dinner alone tonight?” 

Frank, shaking his head negatively, cries out, “I don’t want to hurt anyone ... 
it’s just gotten so bad. The Russian advance on the area bankrupted my 
business!” 

The chief pleads, “Frank, we’re all in the same boat ... none of us will be 
working starting tomorrow when their advance guard moves into our city. Why 
don’t you come down and in a few months when this is all over, we’ll all rebuild 
in cooperation together....” 

Frank looks down at the police chief and begins to step to a lower step on the 
tower. By now, though, he is too weak and pulls himself back up to the bar he 


was presently holding on to. 

“Don’t move, Frank, I’ll come to you,” Chief Fedo warns. 

The crane supervisor on the ground, speaks calmly into his two-way radio to 
the crane operator, “Bring it in ... that’s right ... a little more ... good, now go up 
slowly.” The basket bumps the tower slightly just a couple feet below Frank’s 
feet. “Hold it there — keep ‘er steady,” the supervisor barks. 

The chief suddenly does something he never expected in the moment of truth. 
He pulls himself up to the top of the basket frame with his feet on the handrails 
below, reaching out, he touches Frank’s ankle and commands, “OK Frank, just 
lower your right foot onto the center bar of the basket, I’ll guide it.” Frank 
releases his weight down, connecting his foot onto the bar at the top of the 
basket. 

“OK!” Exhales the police chief, “can you bring down your other foot? I won’t 
let the other one go....” Frank extends his other foot, getting all his weight onto 
the top bar of the basket. The chief directs, “OK, now a hand.” The chief leans 
his body weight against the bar that Frank has his feet on as Frank gets a hand 
on the bar. The chief bellows, “Your other hand—now, on the bar! I’ll help you 
balance.” Frank lets go and puts his feet and both hands on the top supporting 
bar of the basket; the chief supports him with a hand holding his belt at the back 
of his waist, while the crowd below chokes on their coffees. 

The chief informs, “OK, I’m dropping down to the cage beneath you, but I’m 
still supporting your weight from behind with one hand. Now drop your right 
foot.” Frank lowers his right foot by faith down in front of him and the chief put 
his free hand under it while assuring him, “Good, now lower the other, and slide 
into my arms.” As he does, his body weight follows, and is, in one motion, safely 
standing in the base of the basket with the chief of police. Next, the supervisor 
gives the signal to the crane operator to bring the basket down to the ground, 
“Swing it out now about twenty feet ... that’s right. OK, take ‘er down!” 

The basket is set to the ground with the control skill of a master, and the 
crowd cheers. A local newspaper reporter flashes several photos. “Long live the 
chief,” a bystander proclaims with a bow. An awaiting ambulance leaves the 
scene within a few moments to take Frank to the psych ward of the hospital. 

“Poor Frank,” a witness says, “they’ll fill him with psychotropic drugs, but 
thank God they saved him from himself.” 

Chief Fedo speaks to several of his trusted officers on the scene, informing, “I 
am now on extended leave, and those of you who are staying for the Russian 
advance, will have to run the show for now ... the next sergeant in line will take 
my responsibilities until I return, as I’m leaving tonight. Keep this announcement 
off the police radio until tomorrow.” 

The police chief drives home for the last time as a free United States citizen. 
Later, in the middle of the night, he is to meet most of the other city hall staff at 
a remote location to board the hidden fishing boat that their enemy, Vito Dixon 


provided, for their secret skip across the Canadian border. “I hope we can find 
that Canadian lodge in the dark, but what other choice do we have,” he says to 
his wife as he enters his soon-to-be forgotten home. 

America’s landscape took a whole new form following the UN’s advances on 
the East Coast, the Southwest and Midwest. 

“This was all, I’m sure, pre-planned for years; peacekeeping really means 
forced conquest,” the president updates his advisors. 

Derry Sinko reacts, “Sir, the British are now holding much of the 
Northeastern states; the Russians have a firm hold on Minnesota and Florida; the 
Mexicans have taken New Mexico, Arizona and California; and the Chinese have 
occupied the Northwest. Our forces control all of these borders ... it seems their 
progress has come to an end for now. We just received a fax from the UN 
secretary-general, sir, and it reads, ‘What you see now-occupied will be 
controlled by the member states of the UN. However, since we are feeling 
generous, you will be allowed to keep your middle states for your food 
production. The thirteen original American colonies have gone back to the Queen 
of England; the Southwestern states will go back to their original owner, Mexico; 
with the Russians possessing Florida and Minnesota, as reparations for your 
foreign policy sin of supporting Ukraine’s government during the Russian 
advance on the Crimea. The Chinese have Washington State and its prime apple 
production for loans given to the U.S. that went unpaid, while Hawaii is now the 
property of the Japanese, as reparation for your nuclear exchange on two of their 
cities during World War Two. If you resist the claiming of these states, we will 
take the rest of your country and divide it up amongst those who are now serving 
their claims. We will be in touch, UNSG Blaise Florenta.’” 

“We never should have gotten in so deep with the UN—they are now THE 
ENEMY! With the Russians and the Chinese involving forces, were sure to be 
nuked again if we resist any further,” President Wisner concludes. 

He then speaks directly to his press secretary, “Jillian, call a news conference 
where I can explain this overreach of our UN agreements to the American public. 
I need to tell them not to resist, and let them know that over time, we will work 
out this misunderstanding with the UN and the other countries making claims on 
our sovereign land.” 

Jillian robotically responds, “Yes, sir.” 

Jillian Ryan leaves the room to type up the outline of the president’s coming 
news conference about the developing situation with the United Nations and 
other countries that are claiming U.S. sovereign territory. Meanwhile, U.S. troops 
confusedly begin to patrol their new borders, and this time not allowing anyone 
to cross without official designation from a government authority. 

“Seal the borders and make them as tight as a pitbull on a prowl!” One 
American general barks to his subordinates, “I don’t care if they’re from New 
York or Florida or Minnesota, they’re passing into a foreign country until we get 


this all worked out. They must show an official ID of the designated state they 

live in. In other words, if you are protecting Ohio’s eastern border, no one gets 
through from Pennsylvania or New Jersey. Stupid UN bastards, at least we still 
hold Fort Knox, maybe we can buy our way back out if this skulduggery!” 


oe 


Part Two: A Providential Escape 


Hamilton Morrow and the police chief are accompanied by the mayor and his 
wife, along with two police department records clerks, and three police officers, 
Congdon, Max Branca, and Alicia George; including all the city managers. They 
meet under cover of darkness at the secret rendezvous, a primitive boat landing 
on Crane Lake’s northeast shore. Hidden in the scrub are two thirteen-foot 
inflatable boats, adequately equipped with electric 110-pound thrust motors - 
good for eight hours use. 

With the group of travelers assembling, Officer Congdon whispers, “One of 
these boats was Vito’s drug running skiff, the other we borrowed from the police 
department—search and rescue ... they won’t be needing it now! With these 
puddle jumpers, we can cruise close to shore, moving silently and secretly inland 
through the open channels. I threw in some bags of trail mix and a couple gallons 
of water!” 

“Good job,” Chief Fedo confirms, “let’s get this thing under way!” 

As a team, they all lend a hand launching the freedom vessels down the 
embankment, and slide them into the water. The whole group of city officials, 
along with a couple of spouses, find seats in the boat on two basic wood benches, 
with several of them sitting on the bottom of the craft. The rest of the equipment 
and backpacks they hold on their laps, or squeeze some in any available space. 
Being an inflatable boat, it still sits high in the water when it has a full load. 

“Couldn’t we have got a bigger yacht!” The mayor quips. 

“Sorry, we’ll have to carry this whole load, boat and all, over a couple of 
portages, so this is all we have the manpower to manage—one of the portages is 
almost a mile long,” Officer Congdon updates as he guides the boat slowly 
through mostly calm evening waters over Crane Lake toward the first open 
channel that will lead them into the Rainy River, off the north end of the lake. 

The adventurous group can sense a miracle of relief, knowing well in their 
minds the colossal mess that will visit their city the next day—Russian troops 
advancing in conquest. Each mile of water means relief, for a time unknown. 
There are no large bodies of water to cross that could expose their exit, except 
the western end of Little Lake Vermilion, so there will be little possibility of them 
swamping the inflatable boats. Travelling eastward and down the Rainy River, 
which makes up the international boundary between the United States and 


Canada, they trek into a large bay where they find the first portage which will 
take them inland into Canadian waters. 

Chief Fedo, with the night eyes of a cat, scans for any movement along the 
shoreline of any authorities who may question their secret excursion north. 
“Probably nothing out here tonight except a stray moose,” the chief gives 
assurance, “we’ll have to take a little more caution, though, as we get to the 
second portage that takes us deeper into Canadian jurisdiction. Hopefully, our 
late hour will make it dark enough to prevent any fish and wildlife people from 
spotting us.” 

Crossing the first portage, around the halfway point, they need to rest, as 
they had carried the fishing boat about a mile up the trail; here a sign welcomes 
their progress: ‘Canada just ahead!’ This is partly true, for they are already on 
Canadian land since they beached the fishing boat a mile behind them. 

Around this time, Hamilton Morrow decides to share with them some 
information which he had been saving to brighten their spirits, “I took the liberty 
to contact one of my CIA associates in Canada. He said that as soon as we are at 
the lodge, I am to confirm to him that we made it to our destination safely. He 
will send a plane down to us from the northern reaches of Manitoba and will 
shelter us at his home. He has a chalet home with some out-buildings that we 
can use for a brief stay. I don’t have too much information, but I do know that 
once we are with him, it will take an act of Congress to make us return again—he 
can make our stay a matter of national security.” 

Staring back at him in almost disbelief were huge smiles of relief, some 
giving him the high-five in excitement. 

“We're free—truly free!” Susan Hendrilkut chirps, giving a little curtsy. 

Hamilton looks directly at her and says, “You may not say that when you find 
out that the nearest shopping center is 500 miles away!” 

Susan giggles and puns, “Well, at least there won’t be any Russians to buy 
out the borscht.” 

The Russian general in charge of operations in Minnesota uses his satellite 
phone to contact the UN Commanding General, Upal Dharmapala. As the UN 
General is transferred onto the line he updates, “Zir, operations in Minnesota are 
going as plannedt, vee are advancing north now to take zee Norteastern section 
of zee state; that is to possess ze taconite mines. ‘Operation Total-Mahout,’ is 
now moving forward. Our landing into Duluth—a huge success. Vee found little 
resistance, just a few U.S. Coast Guard vessels that vee sent to the minnows. Vee 
could use some supply ships zough wvith food, enough to feed the hungry 
masses.” 

“Very good, and well done. Secure as much of the northern part of the state 
as is your pleasure; we will petition Moscow to send in more peacekeepers to 
take the Dakotas too,” the UN Commanding General informs and disconnects the 
line. 


He then looks at one of his confederates sitting in his office with him and 
adds, “That’s why we call this ‘Operation Total-Mahout,’ for we catch the 
Americans off guard by taking the fat of the land—all at once. Mahout is defined 
as the driver of an elephant. We will leave their federal government, some of the 
middle states with their farm production, and if the British allow, the District of 
Columbia, so they don’t have to move their capital. But despite this offer, they 
will probably move their capital underground to Denver.” 

It is easy for the city hall team to find the lodge on Lilac Lake, as it is just 
over Canada’s international border. Leaving the canoe portage behind and 
skimming across the pristine, clear water lake, there is only one dock on the 
northeastern shore. Tank, the lodge security dog, gives a lively greeting, a very 
tame Saint Bernard with an irresistible soft coat. Creating such a ruckus, she 
gives alert to the lodge staff to the arrival of the boat of travelers. 

“Are we glad to see some Canadians!” The mayor bellows as the lodge staff 
arrives at the dock, giving immediate aid to the weary passengers picking up 
their light backpacks and duffle bags. 

The lodge manager says, “Someone already arrived here to greet you, and 
he’s looking for a Hamilton Morrow.” 

Hamilton Morrow steps forward, already aware in his mind that it had to be 
his CIA contact from Northern Manitoba, noticing the seaplane tied up at the 
sandy beach. 

“Our air taxi to paradise and complete safety from the Russian onslaught is 
waiting!” Hamilton laughs as a well-dressed man casually walks up to him; they 
shake hands in a mutual comradery, for it is truly Harry Walker, a CIA co-worker 
from espionage days gone by. 

“Nice to see you Harry, and thank God I was able to get ahold of you ... we'll 
have some time now to catch up on some old stories and business,” Hamilton 
suggests. 

Harry agrees with,“Yeah, there are some things I want to share with you. This 
is timely, for now that you are retired, and I almost retired, I think we can finally 
share some company secrets.” 

The lodge director announces politely, “We have everything ready for your 
overnight stay, so follow me to your rooms. No need to check-in, someone in your 
city government took care of everything. We kept the salad bar open for you, so 
after you rest and clean up a bit, just come down to the breakfast nook on the 
main floor and enjoy some refreshments and salad.” 

“Thank you! Thank you so much!” Exclaims the mayor, as they all walk up the 
hill to the sniffs of Tank the super-hound. 

It is only a brief time before Hamilton and Harry begin reminiscing together 
in the breakfast nook. “Tell me, Harry, where exactly do you live in Manitoba?” 
Hamilton asks. 

Harry responds, “Well, it’s a long way from nowhere, close to 700 miles north 


of the provincial capital. Our city hall is run by a chief and a mayor, for since the 
founding of the city, a chief from the Cree Nation has been given equal status at 
city council meetings. I will take you to town and introduce you to him ... he’s an 
amazing man, as he has a way of reading people and may tell you something that 
you need to hear; he’s a sort of spiritual leader and a schmoozing politician. We 
are not too far from Main-Street Canada, though. Our city Norway House is 
connected to one of Canada’s important highway systems. Usually it is easier to 
fly there, and we do have an airport nearby where we can land. I have a home 
north of town on Playgreen Lake. It’s a comfortable estate where you can all stay 
in the guest house. There’s also an activity shed adorned with exercise 
equipment, internet, an entertainment center and a coffee bar. I know you will all 
be comfortable. The town is ten miles away with a few services - a grocery store, 
bank and two restaurants. To get around, I have some four wheelers and there 
are plenty of trails.” 

“Great! Excellent,” Hamilton booms, “we’ll stay with you for a while, but we 
plan to go on to Alaska after things settle down a bit. There is an area of Alaska 
that is off-limits to the UN. The western end of the Aleutian Islands is 
grandfathered-in Indian country, where the UN has agreed not to interfere. The 
Indians have held secret agreements with the Catholic Church for hundreds of 
years, and they have put pressure on the UN to keep the Indian lands sacred. We 
plan to fly to one of these outer islands, Adak Island, known to the Indians as 
“the land of the wind”. Here there is a defunct former military base surrounded 
by Indian lands. The town that now controls the old base, although a private 
municipality, is a land island. We’ll have to hope conditions will allow us to travel 
there soon.” 

“Time will make a way,” Harry returns. 

It’s four in the morning, and just before sunrise, when most CIA operatives 
like Harry start their day; the group of Crane Lake city managers stand patiently 
at the dock along with some of the lodge workers. Harry ferries the seaplane 
near enough to get a makeshift ramp set between the dock and the plane’s float 
platform, as the lodge workers assist with the loading of luggage. 

“The seaplane is sometimes used as a medevac plane for the Northern 
Canadian frontier. Harry steps down from the cockpit to the float platform. He 
comments, “Occasionally, a lumberjack or a forest worker gets injured way back 
in the bush, and the only way to get them out and back to a hospital is via 
Harry’s float plane.” 

“How many of us can get on for the first flight?” Hamilton questions. 

Harry jokes back, “Well, you won't believe it, but this plane has a total of 
twelve seats. Yet with all the luggage, one of you may have to fly on the wing, or 
maybe we can load you in if we take off your shoes. No, really ... it is spacious 
inside, with a storage bay and plenty of headroom. So, let us get started by 
making the luggage secure. Ah, Hamilton, you can ride with me in the cockpit, 


my” 
! 


unless of course there are any Miss Universe models coming along 

The lodge crew doesn’t waste any more time getting the luggage secured on 
the plane, as Hamilton enters the front cabin door and gazes around at the 
controls. Viewing into the luxurious cockpit, he quips, “Wow, this thing is as big 
as a city bus!” 

The rest of the city hall team boards the seaplane, taking the seats, while 
Harry and Hamilton go through the final checklist to get the plane ready for 
takeoff. The lodge crew pulls away the ramp and, on Harry’s cue, gives release to 
the floatplane — the wind carrying them out into the lake, while engines, like a 
sleeping monster, rev up. Power meets force, with Harry accelerating ... pulling 
back on the steering wheel, the great behemoth to take flight. 

“Finally! We’re off the ground and every minute further away from the 
impending threat of the Russian army!” Hamilton states as they lift off from Lily 
Lake. 

Harry assuring him says, “True, I don’t think the Canadians will allow any 
Russian penetration of their border, we’re as safe as a Dove on a branch in a bird 
sanctuary. When we get to the estate, and you are all checked-in, let’s take a ride 
to town, I’m anxious to introduce you to the Cree Indian chief — in a world gone 
totally mad — he is one of ten wise men left in the world. I, myself, have some 
involvement in the city government there and have on my schedule a meeting, 
where I have been invited as a personal guest of the Indian chief. There are, in 
many cities, the standard city council meeting. But here at Norway House, the 
Cree chief has his own type of meeting! On his invitation, he has people attend 
who are not elected but are people that he considers to be valuable advisors. 1 
am one of those people and will bring you with me to the city council meeting on 
my invitation. You never know what the Cree chief will be focusing on. He has 
introduced his form of government based on ancient Indian customs, which is an 
innovative way to solve city problems.” 

As the group of Crane Lake city leaders fly across Canada in comfortable 
luxury, the city of Crane Lake, Minnesota crumbles under Russian control. 
Swiftly, the Russian authorities take over city hall. A Russian soldier walks into a 
mostly empty police station and notices a lone prisoner locked inside the drunk 
tank in the booking wing, with police tape sealing the door. Written on official 
police letterhead is a note from Nelson Fedo the police chief: 

Dear Russian military leader, the man locked in this cell is placed here as a 
ringleader of the militia forces in opposition to Russian occupation. We secured 
him so that he couldn’t cause a rebellion against your occupational forces, 
causing more trouble than good for our people as you came into the area. 
Sincerely, Police Chief Nelson Fedo. 

The soldier expressly delivers the note over to the Russian commander along 
with the prisoner, Vito Dixon. Vito is about to become their first high level 
prisoner to be sent back to the Siberian prisons of the fatherland. Vito will never 


set his little shoes on American soil again. A lone police officer, left behind to 
meet the Russian authorities, couldn’t help but muse during the transfer of Vito 
to a Russian troop carrier commissioned to take Vito to the airport, “Bye-bye 
Vito; your first opportunity to view some foreign real estate, only this time 
there’s no pay back! You can’t buy favors with Russian rubles instead ... ha!” Vito 
keeps his eyes on the ground, too occupied with his own fears to listen. 

As Harry promised, just hours after the Crane Lake team lands at Norway 
House Airport, Harry escorts Hamilton to the city council meeting. This meeting 
at the Norway House City Hall with the Cree chief is to become a true 
experience for Hamilton. Harry leads him down the hallway and into council 
chambers, the Cree chief beaming as the most noticeable feature; on his crown, 
a black feather headdress, making him appear more authoritarian than the other 
elected officials. The Cree chief is in a place of honor, sitting in a high-back 
leather chair, sometimes used by the local judge during court sessions, and 
placing him visibly in the middle of the half-circle elevation platform. The Council 
Chambers is a multipurpose room used both for city council meetings and court 
sessions. An unusual object Harry notices in the Cree chief’s hand is a large, 
thick walking stick. As the rest of the Norway House city council members 
arrive, the Cree chief opens the meeting with something spoken, rhythmically, in 
the ancient Cree language, “Cuma lat te’, cuma la-te,’ kalaba da ka-ta ta!” Then 
he begins to speak softly in the King’s English, welcoming everyone that is in 
attendance. Next, the town’s mayor, sitting sheepishly to his right, asks the city 
clerk to read off the meeting’s agenda. As she starts reading, the Cree chief sits 
patiently with an expressionless face. But, as soon as she announces street 
repairs on the Teepee Road, the Cree chief begins to mumble rhythmically again 
in another language, “Kirdiata sheeka-te, kie-té!” 

Minutes later, as the clerk is concluding, he pounds his heavy walking stick 
four times on the floor, announcing his feelings of disgust. He blurts, “We will 
today review the condition of the dirt road that leads to the reservation off the 
eastern side of the city.” 

The mayor looks up from his agenda sheet and says, “Are there any 
comments from the other council members?” 

Council Member Paul Blakely speaks up, who represents the district where 
the dirt Teepee Road is located. While he stutters to make sense, the Cree chief 
holds up the large stick he possesses, suddenly handing it down the line of sitting 
councilors toward him. Blakely, stuttering, takes the stick. He is quickly frozen 
with the preoccupation of holding the wooden object, which, in a strange way, 
may possibly intimidate the bearer into telling the truth. Paul Blakely, now under 
pressure of bearing the strange object, admits publicly, “Yes, we have probably 
overlooked the importance of keeping this road graded by our city crews ... I will 
go to the city finance director and discuss getting a budget at the next city 
finance meeting to make sure we can go a bit further to get the road paved, 


instead of just graded.” 

The Cree chief gives him a slow gaze, noting in his mind that something else 
was being left out of the discussion. 

The stick now became even more of a focus to the observer in the councillor’s 
hand. Blakely takes a long look at the stick. He slowly admits, “OK, the road 
could use a new bridge over the Cratchette Creek, it had fallen into disrepair and 
is probably a traffic hazard. This may take some input from the other council 
members, for the bridge is a costly project; however, there may be a possibility of 
getting matching funds from the Provincial government.” 

“Thank you,” the Cree chief agrees. 

The rest of the council members look directly to the city mayor with 
questions on their faces; the stick now making its way in his direction. As soon as 
it reaches his hand, he begins to look quite foolish and says, “Yes, let us take a 
vote on a new bridge and the paving of the road to the edge of the city limit. All 
those in favor of sending this as a request to the next finance meeting say ‘yea’ - 
all those opposing say ‘nay.’” 

Sudden and unanimous “yeas” are spoken, and the Cree chief receives the 
stick back from the mayor. Raising it horizontally toward the audience, he speaks 
repeatedly in his native language, “Tahah, tahah, tahah!” Many in the audience 
smile with amazement, giving high-fives. 

Hamilton whispers to Harry, “We need one of those sticks in Washington! By 
the way, what does ‘tahah taha’ mean?” 

Harry whispers back, “My guess, it’s a Cree victory chant.” 

Following a scenic drive back to Harry’s ranch, they enter through an electric 
gate bearing a sign posted on the arm: Posted — No Trespassing. Video 
Surveillance. Beware of Dog. They drive by a posted camera and park by a large 
out-building. Harry and Hamilton exit the car and walk inside. This building has 
been converted into a recreational center complete with a pool table, a large 
card table, couches, large screen TV for watching movies, a desk with a 
computer internet connection, and a deli-bar where the rest of his guests are 
lounging. 

He informs his guests, saying, “This evening, I have invited the local Cree 
Indian chief to join us for dinner. Dinner will be put forward here, smorgasbord- 
style, around the large card table where we can all dine together.” 

Following this announcement, the Crane Lake team spends most of the 
afternoon using the internet connection and other comforts of the rec center, 
while awaiting the chief’s arrival; who being consistent with most VIP’s, he 
shows up twenty minutes late, complete with a retinue of tribal officials! The 
Cree chief, in his honor, is comfortable at the head of the table with his retinue 
sitting nearby on couches with coffee tables for food placement nearby. 

“It’s a great honor to have the chief of the Cree Nation at our table tonight, 
let me introduce all of you to Chief Red Feet of the Cree Nation,” Harry 


announces as he motions to his house staff to commence the serving of drinks. 

A waiter in formal dress begins to do his work from a serving cart, one 
pitcher in each hand. “Coffee or hot cider, anyone?” He offers. 

Harry, sitting next to Hamilton Morrow, whispers, “This will be a night of 
blooming stories.” 

Chief Red Feet doesn’t waste any time starting his storybook presentation on 
his life éclat—all he needs is an audience! He begins by disclosing, “My name 
comes from my youth, for I had a habit of walking around barefoot outside our 
teepee in winter months, and I was in a big hurry to go out and slide in the snow. 
One day I left the teepee without my moccasins, and my mother named me Red 
Feet after my red, frostbitten feet.” He then gives voice to Hamilton, “I 
understand Hamilton, you are from the CIA like Harry? We had our own Intel in 
the Indian tribe. When our enemies, the Brokenhead Band, would come near at 
night, they would leave their feathers at our teepees to show their bravery, that 
they were close. Even more crafty was the fact that these feathers came by 
sneaking up on a bird and plucking it out of its tail, and the bigger the feather, 
the more skill discharging — a large bird has a big beak! One morning I awake 
and find a feather right on my pillow! I alerted Chief Flying Crow, that our enemy 
had been in our camp overnight. He then sent out our spies to search the area to 
find the camp of the Brokenhead, which they expressly did. We also left our 
feathers to show them that we could get close, and they backed off. Then, they 
sent out more spies to show their prowess. They would place signs along the trail 
of dead animal parts to show us they were there, and close to us, no matter 
where we pitched teepees. This type of cat and mouse game rarely got to war, 
unless we violated their fishing or hunting areas. We had our law and that was to 
stay inside our boundaries. If one of our people was caught inside their hunting 
grounds, they were punished and humiliated — all their hair was shaved off, and 
they were sent away naked. If any poaching continued, it could lead to war, but 
rarely did.” 

The police chief mused, “Now that is amazing ... there’s nothing new under 
the sun.” 

The Cree chief nods in the affirmative, adding more with, “We believe in 
synergism between tribes, the creation of the whole is greater than the sum of its 
parts. We all must walk down the Red Dirt Road, and we must not get too far off 
our journey to violate someone else’s. Even though the Brokenheads were known 
to be much more aggressive than our tribe, they respected our journey on the 
Red Dirt Road. One day we will all make our final journey to the land of the 
rainbow. Here we will live in harmony and peace with our neighbors we meet 
along the way.” A respectful hush fills the room, as his wisdom, like honey, begins 
to saturate the minds of all those present, with his retinue on the couches 
nodding profusely in agreement. 

Chief Red Feet pushes on by sharing, “We all need synergy in our lives: the 


peace, the harmony and a direction on the Red Dirt Road.” 

Breaking the moment of the Indian chief’s wisdom, the waiter enters the rec 
center with the food trays and a full food cart. He announces, “It’s dinner bells ... 
tonight we baked the chief’s favorite dish, fresh salmon, Canadian potatoes and 
wild rice, and served with his favorite drink, fresh dandelion wine—which Chief 
Red Feet brought himself!” 

The Cree chief smiles in blissful agreement as the aroma of the food cart 
envelops the room. For the weary travelers who just lost their homes and 
livelihoods, this dinner with the chief of the Cree Nation made them feel once 
again that their life transition has more meaning. The ancient wisdom, and the 
knowledge of simple living the Cree chief represents, shows them that they are 
on life’s journey, with just a little adjustment. The dandelion wine, a true bonus! 

Following a noteworthy meeting with the Cree chief, the group of American 
refugees sit watching American news on cable TV, as one sad story after another 
displays the tragedy of Russian, Mexican, Chinese and British advancements 
across the U.S. republic. A newsflash update displays on the screen, anda 
television reporter speaks excitedly saying, “We are in Los Angeles with live 
footage showing the aftermath of a violent 9.0 earthquake that destroyed one of 
the tallest buildings in the city, a media center, and home of the top radio 
stations in the area. Here is a video clip of what one witness on the scene saw: 
‘Um, I was walking across the street from the media center when the ground 
started to shake ... I looked up and saw windows separating from the tower, with 
people falling out open window frames. I ran for cover under a store entrance as 
huge glass sheets exploded onto the street. The radio tower structure on top of 
the building began to lean and fall apart in sections. All that was left, after it hit 
the street, was a mass of twisted steel and metal mixed with huge piles of blueish 
glass.’ ” 

Back at Harry’s ranch, the American refugees sit silent in humble disbelief. 
Gawking, Susan Hendrilkut cries out loud, “Oh, it looks like the end of times is 
unfolding before our eyes.” 

The mayor then comments that he had been reading from the book of Nahum 
the prophet and quotes a verse: 

“The mountains quake at him, the hills melt, and the earth burns at his 
presence.”[23] 

Hamilton Morrow responds, “You’re both right on target, for it’s not really 
that strange all of these events are happening simultaneously: the military 
invasion; the lava-spitting volcanoes; the violent earthquakes, and the plague—it 
is starting to look like the Book of Revelation playing out before us! The last 
great earthquake in Los Angeles was in 1971 on the San Gabriel Fault line, 
twenty-six miles from the city. It knocked several buildings down, and broke 
windows throughout the county of Los Angeles.[24] But this wasn’t the Great 
Shake that the seismologist predict will one day hit the area. The quake today, is 


probably the big one they have been warning scientists about, and the only thing 
left to see now is the man of sin appearing on the horizon!” 

Harry jumps into the discussion, saying, “Well, the man of sin is likely to 
appear. On the other hand, his mark, predicted clearly in Revelation chapter 
thirteen, has been here since the UPC symbol first appeared on a package of 
chewing gum in 1974. I was working as an analyst at the time for the CIA, and 
we had to go over the whole introduction of UPC symbols to find out if there 
could be any national security problems for their use in supermarkets and 
department stores. What we found was the mark of the beast spoken of so 
accurately in the Book of Revelation; it is said to contain the numbers six-six-six. 
The UPC product code has in its regular makeup these same numbers. As you 
look at all the lines in the code, it looks like they just represent numbers. 
However, there are three numbers in the code that rarely change, the beginning, 
middle, and end numbers—these are the code of the antichrist, the six-six-six! So, 
every product you buy at the supermarket has the UPC symbol on it ... and 
hidden within, the mark of the beast!” 

Hamilton Morrow, looking quizzical, asks, “How long before we see this man 
of sin?” 

Harry looks over all of them in one long, sad stare. He relates, “When I dug 
up this information about the UPC symbol, I bore a little deeper; the United 
Nations has a mobile worldwide army, many of whom are now invading America. 
We know from looking at Bible prophecy documents that the coming world 
leader will appear as a man of peace; this is portrayed in Daniel chapter eleven. 
The UN has a Peacekeeping Force. Here you have the power foundation for the 
man of sin, or the Antichrist as some refer to him, to stand on. Some prophecy 
teachers say he will destroy three nations when he arises, as he will also be a 
man of military might. Daniel chapter eleven says he will be proceeded by a tax 
collector of heavy burdens. In previous years, Americans governed by a 
president and ruling party who increased tax burdens, were driven to rioting and 
protest. At the founding of the United States of America, the revolutionary 
leaders threw off the heavy hand of King George, a merciless tax collector, as 
heavy taxes were the reason for the conclusion of British rule!” 

Susan Hendrilkut shares an observation by saying, “I noted that just before 
the UN took over the country we had the big riots in Atlanta, Boston, Baltimore, 
Seattle, Portland and Los Angeles; who do you think was behind this rioting?” 

Harry looks over at Hamilton and says, “I recently shared some 
documentation of this with Hamilton and asked him if he would look a little 
deeper into the roots of the rioting ... Hamilton, did you locate the source?” 

Hamilton confirms with a timely word, “Yes, roots can be very poignant. 
There has been an organized group of people living among us since the 1970s 
that have their roots in the nation-state of Ethiopia. A former prime minister of 
that country became a messiah, Haile Selassie. A religion then formed with 


members worshiping Selassie, much the same way some worship a god; they call 
themselves the Rastafarians. A famous singer, Bob Marley, a native Jamaican, 
became a cult leader himself and a follower of the Rastas. He taught through his 
music, a doctrine of smoking dope, and following the teachings of Halie Selassie 
who emphasized equality; that there are no first or second-class citizens in any 
nation; where lasting peace and world citizenship are also an aspiring goal. Their 
numbers of membership swelled under Marley’s popularity, and so did the wild 
dreadlock hairdo, where people don’t comb their hair and it mats into sometimes 
long tangled braids—these braids became the trademark of the Rasta’s hippie 
movement of the ‘70s and beyond. 

But now in the new century, Rastafarians have become much more militant, 
forming gangs that take over sections of cities with riots and demands that the 
government can never meet. Their demands are also mixed with members who 
are anarchists who simply hate the establishment, wanting to destroy the 
present order to create their own order of non-government and world 
citizenship. Sharing some of these same sentiments is another group that has 
roots in a famous fringe music group known as the Insane Clown Posse. They 
morphed from a bunch of groupies all sharing the same musical tastes at hippie- 
style outdoor music festivals, to becoming a gang that has crisscrossed America, 
and undermining society at the lowest levels. Their main logo is a red hatchet 
man. They now number in the millions—young people in pure rebellion against 
authority and the government. They have their own economy, sharing trade with 
each other, as they slough the trough of government handouts—calling this 
practice the bleeding of the beast! Some cross over with the Rastafarians, 
holding many of the same beliefs, and dressing with dreadlock hair and grunge 
outfits. Outsiders are not safe near them as they will lie, cheat, and steal or 
worse; taking advantage of people who they consider, the regular members of 
society—they even steal from each other!” 

After dinner, Harry Walker, who is sitting next to the police chief Nelson Fedo 
asks, “Are you familiar with some of Canada’s unmarked Ministry vehicles?” 

The police chief remarks cautiously, “Someone hanging around the ranch 
perhaps?” 

“Yep, a white van with a large antenna on the roof,” Walker reveals. 

Fedo sums up, “Well, one thing is probably sure, it’s not the local drug cartel, 
unless they are looking to make a profit off ransoming us back to the Russians. I 
will guess that it is someone from either the Manitoba Provincial Police or the 
Ministry of Immigration.” 

Harry secretly discloses, “We’re going to have to consider plan B that I 
discussed secretly with Hamilton; that is, taking my floatplane on a long flight to 
Adak Island, Alaska.” 

“Why the Aleutians?” The police chief questions. 

Harry summarizes, “Well, it’s one of the only regions within the U.S. that is 


outside the claim of the UN, as it’s under the control of an Indian tribe. The city 
of Adak is independent of Indian land, yet surrounded, and is open to travelers. 
For many years, the military controlled the island with a naval base. But after 
they pulled out, the surrounding land went back to the Indian nation who 
originally controlled it; except the city, of course, which is run like a regular town 
with private property ordinances. The surrounding land is under Indian 
jurisdiction, so it is left alone. There we will all sojourn for the near future, for 
it’s one of the safest places in the world.” 

Nelson Fedo then makes a proposal, “Let’s call the group together to discuss 
this ... when we will be expected to leave?” 

Harry continues, “I will sit down at my computer today and put the plan and 
itinerary together, and we can all deliberate on it tonight. I can say for sure, 
though, that we’ll probably have about three days before the Canadian 
authorities from the Ministry of Immigration show up at the door to inspect 
everyone’s passports. And, since you didn’t cross the border officially, you will all 
be under arrest and deported back to either the Russians who control Minnesota, 
or they may be gracious and send you back to a state still under U.S. control, like 
Maryland. But I suppose that none of you will want to become a political pawn in 
the hands of any government. Right?” 

“You’re more than right on that one, none of us wants to be a political 
prisoner during a UN seizure operation,” admits Chief Fedo. 

That very night, Harry stands before the assembled group of travelers. In a 
somber voice he discloses, “My dear friends, it’s time for you to move on ... if any 
of you stay here another day, the Canadian authorities may show up to check 
your immigration status. I’m not going to leave you out in the cold, so we will go 
over to the airport tomorrow morning and get the plane ready for a long flight to 
the only safe place left in the United States— Adak Island, Alaska.” 

Doc Boyd curiously asks, “Why Adak Island ... why not Unalaska, or some 
other place?” 

Harry explains by revealing, “At a sublevel, the outer islands of the Aleutian 
chain have long been controlled by Indian tribes. Adak Island, on the other hand, 
always had a military status as a naval air station; that is, until around thirteen 
years ago when the Navy pulled out and left it in the hands of a corporation 
controlled by the organized Bering Sea Indians. It is like walking into a sacred 
paradise, of non-sublevel control from other government organizations like the 
UN! It is also allowed to have autonomy from the total control of the U.S. 
government, as Indian land is often considered independent with governments 
allowing a hands-off policy, while allowing the indigenous Indian tribes to control 
the land. It’s an island that is sacred, and safe. The American government used 
to control the naval base on the island, and the City of Adak grew around it. So, 
you can be ‘American’ and live inside the city with the protection of the Indian 
lands around you.” 


Doc further queries, “When do we leave for paradise, and which air route will 
we be taking?” 

Harry points north with his finger, saying, “Up to the Canadian bush, where 
only a few travelers and explorers have frozen their nose hairs off.” 

Harry Walker stands on the tarmac at the local airport to assist everyone onto 
the huge floatplane. He remarks, “Thanks for getting up so early, we’re all fueled 
up and ready to travel to the northern tundra—lI’ll have to execute this trip as a 
true Alaskan bush pilot to skirt any military radar, and that means flying low and 
through the valleys. Once we leave Canadian airspace, I’ll hug the mountains, 
and will land in available private airports to refuel. I’ve been up there many 
times as a fishing guide, so, fear not! I’ll get you through there without a Brown 
Bear’s claw scratch.” 

“Where in the great blue yonder is Adak Island, anyway?” Susan Hendrilkut 
quips. 

Harry responds, “The map onboard will show you ... Adak Island is just a few 
miles from Russia on the border of the Bering Sea, one of the last islands of the 
Aleutian chain.” 

“Get comfortable, everyone, we have a long ride,” the mayor adds. 

Then Hamilton contributes a word, “Our first and last stop in Canada is six 
hours by air; that will give you all a chance to stretch your legs. It’s an old 
defunct airport that is still in use by some of Harry’s bush pilot buddies, they 
keep a few gallons of gas stored underground for the special hunting expeditions 
of the big boys, right, Harry?” 

Harry nods sheepishly while confirming, “That is correct, it is a perfect place 
for the CIA to refuel under the shadow of the Canadian government. We keep the 
place going by supporting a non-profit fishing club who also uses the airport—it’s 
completely off the radar and has been so for twenty years!” 

Laughing out loud, Dell Bailey digs deeper, “So what kind of secret name 
does this international airport in the sticks have?” 

Harry, struggling for words, decides to break protocol and reveals the secret, 
letter by letter. “F-A-R-O; not a soul other than those present here can know! 
From Faro, we'll fly over the Northwest Territory to the upper reaches of Alaska 
and around the Brooks Range. There we will fuel up again at another defunct 
airport in Alaska. I’ll fill you in more on that one as we get in the air; its name: 
Lost River. It’s on the Bering Land Bridge, close to Nome. From there, we’ll 
make our way southwest to safety at Adak Island. That is, ... unless the Russians 
decide to claim back the state of Alaska, which could happen. But even if they 
move into Alaska proper, they can’t touch the city of Adak, for being in the midst 
of Indian land, it’s declared off-limits by the UN. If they start coming into the 
area for commercial reasons—Adak is a filling station of the major shipping lanes 
—we may have to learn Russian as a second language.” 

Flying over Canada became clockwork for Harry. His planning concise, with a 


brief fuel stop at Faro, as he didn’t want to allow the Canadian authorities time 
to discover that they had left the environs of his home at Norway House. 

He began to inform Hamilton, “If we don’t take too much downtime here at 
Faro, then we can get back in the air and be out of Canadian airspace in a couple 
more hours. Hopefully, the Canadian authorities will be too late to catch up with 
us when they discover we have left for Timbuktu.” 

Hamilton agrees, and they all board the plane; everyone having a chance to 
use the outhouse, which is the only restroom of choice at the outback airport. 
Much of the flight from Faro to Lost River, Alaska fell under the cover of 
darkness. 

Harry excitedly points to a white-capped mountain range off to the left and 
says, “We are now leaving Canadian airspace.” He raises a hand to the air in 
victory, and Hamilton claps his hands. 

A while later, Harry points to the York Mountains and informs, “We have to 
land on the other side of this range. Brace yourselves, as the mountains can 
create updrafts that can throw the plane around. Also, as we approach the 
runway in the barren grasslands of Lost River, the wind whipping down the sides 
of the mountains can create a crosswind menace to any normal landing. We are 
now on approach — get ready.” 

Harry dips the wing of the plane into the wind slightly to maintain balance 
and control. They bounce up and down slightly as he eases the plane onto the 
gravel runway, spitting up small rocks that ping on the fuselage, with the front 
wheel abruptly connecting on the ground. Harry shouts to everyone, “We made it 
— all under the radar of the Canadians and U.S. oversight, and whatever moose 
hunters may control this area. Let us stretch our legs, use the porta-toilet, and 
fuel up the tanks. Hey, Chief, can you assist me with the fueling?” 

“You got it,” Nelson Fedo volunteers. 

They take an hour to refresh, snacking on peanuts and muffins. Like brave 
explorers, they are ready to traverse over the last leg of airspace over wild 
Alaska. Harry and Hamilton finish penciling out their final 1,200 air-mile leg of 
the route towards Adak Island. 

Back up in the air, Harry gives another warning, “It’s a long trek over icy 
ocean water, we'll have to fly low and hug the mountainous terrain of the 
Aleutians for cover. This will be bumpy, for along this route is mostly Bering 
Strait’s wind and rain, and all the way—hang on tight!” 

With another eight hours of feeling like they were all on a crazy county fair 
twirl ride, finally the runway lights of Adak Island twinkle off in the distance— 
like a secure home in a vast expanse of ocean waters. 

“Goodness, look at the size of that runway, and way out here!” Susan 
Hendrilkut blurts, “How is it possible for such a small island to boast a runway 
large enough for heavy, commercial airplanes?” 

Hamilton looks back through the cabin door to answer, “This was an 


important naval air station up until it was decommissioned — just before the turn 
of the century. Most surprising will be our possible long term accommodations 
here, as most of the duplex homes built for the navy families are of recent 
vintage and modern design—a whole community of empty luxury homes, built 
compliments of the U.S. taxpayers. Hundreds of millions of dollars flowed in via 
military budgets to build homes, runways and infrastructure, and they left it all 
intact when the base closed. The local islanders took over to manage it, and we 
are the new locals who are about to cash in! This is an island paradise still in its 
heyday and having the lowest-cost housing in Alaska. The best part, it’s over two 
thousand miles from Crane Lake’s Russian invasion! Surrounding us is sovereign 
Indian land, which creates another buffer zone from the UN. If the Russians and 
UN take over Alaska, they will most likely work with the local Bering Sea 
Indians, honoring their autonomy.” 

Harry motions with his hand, “Over here is a harbor where fishing boats and 
merchant ships dock to refuel. Adak is one of the largest refueling stops in this 
area of the Pacific Ocean. It is located on one of the main shipping lines between 
the United States and Asia. Jobs in the fishing industry are always available, and 
passage can be made to either continent by hopping on one of the passing ships.’ 

The mayor pipes in, “I came to this area once on a fishing trip where we 
stopped on nearby Unalaska ... it rained the whole time, and the wind blew all 
night! We also noticed that bald eagles are prevalent. The locals told us that the 
winters are mild, and the only snow is in the mountains ... I would think that 
Adak Island would have similar weather.” 

“Yep, that’s correct,” Hamilton confirms, “why don’t we get our luggage and 
work our way over to the airport lounge. I’ll call the local hotel and book our 
rooms for the night. Maybe tomorrow Harry and I can talk to the real estate 
people about renting or purchasing one of the old military home units.” 

Within the next hour the Crane Lake management team is gathering in the 
Adak Islander Hotel lobby, the television playing news from the lower forty-eight 
states; when suddenly, the hotel staff becomes fixed upon a chattering news 
commentator who shuffles the sheets of paper before him. 

He reports, “What we know now, folks, is ... the poisoning of products is 
turning up in canned goods in many Midwestern states. There is speculation that 
it has spread beyond the distribution points of one major food distributor. 
Government health officials speculate that interstate shipping to major food 
stores may have carried this food poisoning problem to widespread areas of the 
country. To sum up, we report that a major food packing plant which handles 
hundreds of major canned food products, from cheese to tuna fish, is 
contaminated. Terrorists have managed to poison the food products as they were 
being packed and sealed, resulting in a plethora of products being shipped to 
major distribution points. Thousands of people are victims from eating the 
tainted food, with hundreds of others hospitalized. Government officials are 
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testing poisoned food containers for a clue on what type of poison was used. The 
after-effects are that citizens no longer trust in canned food coming from the 
supermarkets, or for that matter, any distributor. The government reports, 
though, that dried or bulk food is still safe, but any other types of canned or 
packaged goods may be compromised, that is, until officials are able to pinpoint 
exactly which of the several hundreds of products were poisoned as they were 
being packed. You can go to the CDC website for the brand names of the tainted 
canned food products and the distributor, and a list of safe foods that are still 
available nationwide. Let us go on the scene to our correspondent Helen Hunt, 
who is at a local supermarket interviewing one of the store managers.” 

“Thanks, Jay, Iam here with the manager of the Superbay store in 
Cleveland.” 

The camera focuses on the manager as Helen asks, “Please tell our viewing 
audience how sales are going....” 

The manager responds nervously, “Ah, besides some bottled water, soda pop, 
and dried beans, we haven’t sold anything else all day. Most of our major brand 
canned meats will probably rot on the shelves, until the government can tell us 
which products are tagged. We can’t even give a can of food away today!” 

Helen turns to the camera and says, “Food distributors are reporting that all 
non-canned items in their inventory are disappearing with lightning speed. Soon 
there will be massive food shortages on available edible food.” 

Finally, the group of wary travelers check into their long-awaited rooms, 
being thankful for some peace and quiet after a long air flight of unknowns. 
Going door-to-door, the room clerk delivers their luggage from his squeaky 
rolling cart to appreciative thanks and one-dollar tips. He taps lightly on the next 
door, and the police chief opens to the sound, peeking out. 

The clerk comments with a smile, “Welcome to the land where the wind 
blows!” 

Chief Fedo looks back at him with a curious smile, while the clerk breaks the 
silence by clarifying, “Because of the effects of the Bering Sea, Adak Island 
rarely has a calm day from wind.” 

Chief Fedo nods, receiving his luggage from the clerk’s hand, and jesting he 
says, “It must have been the wind that blew us here.” 

Harry and Hamilton receive their luggage next, as they are staying in the 
same room together. Here they begin discussing important business for the next 
day. 

Harry verbally highlights, “Yes, we need to contact a local realtor and get 
some money down on one of these old military base homes that are leftover from 
the old Navy Cold War days. I did some checking online and found that they are 
selling dirt-cheap, around fifteen thousand dollars a unit. These are side-by-side, 
two-story duplexes, so, you get two units for the price of one! The reason for the 
low price is that Adak is a great distance from any land-based cities—over 1,200 
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miles from Anchorage alone 

“Do you think we can come up with the thousand-dollar down payment?” 
Hamilton questions. 

Harry responds with confidence, “Oh yes, I’ll just use some cash I have 
stashed; the monthly payments we can pool from the rest of us. Why don’t you 
get cleaned up a bit, and we’ll go down and look at the harbor and check out the 
rest of the town.” 

Down the hallway, Susan Hendrilkut and the mayor’s wife are having an 
altogether different conversation. 

Susan relates, “I questioned the room clerk and found that they have an 
exercise pavilion here in town - he says it’s leftover from the days that this whole 
island was a military base, and that there are many old vacant government 
buildings for us to explore. He also said, there is the possibility of remodeling 
some of them for public use. That is, if we decide to stay for a while, and maybe 
get involved in city politics, or we might convince the local publicans to do 
something useful with them.” 

“How exciting, this island is looking to have many possibilities!” Delia King 
agrees. 

Meanwhile, back in the heart of the States, news reports are blazing with 
updates from the Middle East. 

A leading news announcer reports, “The president of the United States has 
been assassinated! President Jared Wisner was in Tel Aviv, Israel visiting one of 
America’s last allies, Elijah Levi, the prime minister of Israel. They had spent the 
latter part of the afternoon together discussing the out-of-control actions of the 
UN in America. President Wisner warned Elijah that Israel ‘is the last post of 
freedom in the world,’ and that ‘the UN will stop at nothing until Israel is 
impeded and under its control.’ Elijah Levi then pledges, ‘I will never yield our 
soil to the gentile governments!’ Following the meeting, the U.S. president’s 
security team led Wisner into the hotel lobby of the King Solomon’s Castle Hotel 
where a man stepped out from the shadows and shot President Wisner, who 
suffered a wound to the forehead. The assassin was then gunned down in a hail 
of bullets by the president’s security team; later hustling Wisner’s limp body out 
of harm’s way, and up to the presidential suite, laying it upon a bed. Emergency 
workers tried resuscitating President Wisner, but he is soon pronounced dead; 
his lifeless body lying still with a hollow stare on his face. The scene here at the 
hotel now shows news teams with satellite trucks flooding the street entrance of 
the hotel below; a chaotic assembly of police and media; a frenzy not seen since 
the attempted assassination of Ronald Reagan. Bystanders are being held at bay 
by police outside a three-block perimeter, and traffic is at a standstill on one of 
Tel Aviv’s busiest thoroughfares.” 

The news announcer turns to camera number two stating again with new 
excitement, “the president of the United States has been shot, as more details 


follow from Israel, and as we are able to interview local police we will update our 
viewers.” 

A still photo on the screen behind him shows the president’s lifeless body up 
close as it is being wheeled away from the historic scene. With a digital screen 
wipe, the network’s logo comes into view — they break for commercials. 

In an automatic response of the former President, Hank Breck, the chairman 
of the Joint Chiefs, contacts the newly appointed POTU.S. saying, “At this point I 
suggest we all go underground to the tunnels and emergency shelters, built 
decades ago for this eventuality; the UN’s Operation Total Mayhem plan has our 
country crippled!” 

“Where is the nearest entry point from my office here at the war room?” 

The new POTU.S., President Clayton Nowell, requests. 

Hank brings him up-to-date, “You have an entry point at farm 198, or about 
five miles to the northeast of your position — GPS points will be texted to you 
immediately. I suggest that you take as many of your team as possible—get 
underground and out of sight, for I fear that the UN will take you prisoner if they 
can pinpoint your location. Once you get underground, there is a system of 
tunnels that leads across the United States, where under the Rockies is an 
underground city. It’s in Colorado, where you can get all your team back 
together. You will have over ten thousand troops under your command there, as 
well as enough underground-silo firepower to knock holes in any aggressor 
across the planet!” 

Former Vice President Clayton Nowell, now sworn in as a new president, 
rides silently in his unmarked black SUV in a well-protected motorcade. 
Surreptitiously, they pull into an abandoned barn in the middle of farm country. 
Figures sporting black military uniforms step out of dark shadows to surround 
the vehicles, as they are the waiting security team. The president with his staff 
disembarks their vehicles and are brought to the side of the barn—a large sliding 
metal door opens, and the outline of an elevator door appears. One of the 
security team keys and pushes the call button, and the elevator doors open. He 
says in a deep, resonant voice, “This way, Mr. President.” The elevator is large 
enough to hold twenty people, so the entourage steps in with the security man, 
which begins a slow descent to the lower environs, somewhere deep in the cold 
recesses beneath the earth. 

“Only a few people, mostly high-level military, have ever seen what you are 
about to experience, sir,” the security man reveals. The elevator comes to a halt; 
the doors briskly slide open with a blast of musty cold air, showing a loading 
dock on an underground train track with a small guard station at the end of it. 
Because of the cool, damp air, water drains down the stone walls, as they all walk 
out on the platform where the security man signals to the guard station. The 
guard in the station views a blue screen and announces through a loudspeaker, 
“Mr. President, the next train will be here in three minutes. It will take you 


directly to Rocky Mountain Underground Command Center.” 

The president nods affirmatively. He speaks briefly to one of his staff 
members, “Glad you are along for the ride, Jillian. Make sure the press never 
hears about this underground rail system ... that goes for everyone standing 
here. If we ever get back to normal operations, this area never existed—is that 
understood?” 

They all look sheepishly his way, quietly nodding in agreement. 

He goes on explaining some of the background he was briefed on by a staff 
member on the road trip to the farm, “Thirty or more years ago, tunnel 
excavators came up with the Dig Eartha! Drill System. It started out with the use 
of smaller earth-moving drills, but engineers found that size was better. They 
found that gross-weight was a huge factor in a drill, so they developed an 800- 
ton, five-story tall drill that could bore a hole big enough to run a double-stacked 
train through. Since then, we have dug tunnels across this nation from the East 
Coast all the way to Colorado, with another branch to the Pacific Northwest to 
another underground city below the surface—way under a mountain in Central 
Washington State! Another branch goes directly underneath the Gulf of Mexico 
from Florida to Texas, this one was built in the ‘70s and is not for trains, but is an 
underwater two-lane military highway. One entrance to the underwater tunnel is 
located at the naval station at a Pensacola military base, with the apex at the 
Coast Guard station at Galveston, Texas. The bullet train we will ride on to 
Colorado can go up to 200 miles an hour. Once we get to Colorado under a 
mountain of rock, we will set up emergency operations in the elaborate 
underground city, its code name — Deep Secret. It has many amenities for 
members of the military, like buy anything you need at the PX store. The city has 
enough housing for over 10,000 troops and the other 5,000 personnel who run 
the underground base. We will be staying in the officer’s quarters along with a 
great deal of the other top brass, who have their own lounge, library and kitchen 
facilities. Just move in and get comfortable while we figure out our next step to 
deal with the invaders.” 

The underground bullet train rolls into view from the platform and stops with 
the sound of compressed air breaks; a side door slides open and a step ladder 
lowers for passengers. The president and his staff step up onto the train, as the 
door closes behind them — the train rumbles forward. They are led by a steward 
to a luxurious lounge car where they are made comfortable on big leather 
recliner chairs. Drinks and finger foods are brought in by formally dressed 
waiters. About the time the waiters depart, the train makes its peak speed of 200 
miles an hour. And during the time it takes for the president’s team to clear two 
trays of tuna salad on crackers, watch the latest news report, and discuss a few 
important business items, the bullet train arrives in the Colorado underground 
city station. Soft lighting lights up the docking area, giving their new 
environment an eerie touch. Disembarking from the train, they receive promised 


greetings by Hank Breck and his full staff who are in top military attire. 

Hank sports a uniform with a chest of scrambled egg metals; he states, 
“There is enough firepower in this city to cripple all of our enemies in twenty 
minutes, about the time it takes for many of our rockets to reach Asia and 
beyond!” 

“Thanks, Hank, why don’t you take me over to the war room and the rest of 
my staff can go to their dorm rooms,” President Wisner requests. 

Hank nods to a staff member, a non-verbal directive, for this request to be 
carried out and leads the president to a waiting golf cart, driving him to the 
center of the underground complex where a golden glass building with beautiful 
ornamental plants growing under blue grow-lights dominates the setting. The 
automatic front entrance doors slide open, revealing a long walkway lined with 
guards sporting white uniforms, saluting the president and Hank as they pass— 
staffers caught in the hallway duck into doorways to make way for the power 
team. Hank slowly raises his holographic card in front of a glass eyepiece - a 
laser light scans, then boom! A magnetic lock releases a huge, several-ton metal 
doorway, opening very s-l-o-w-l-y. A guard inside stands at attention, pivots on 
one foot, and shows the power team into the war room environment; a military 
environment full of active personnel and monitors displaying UN military 
movements, as well as news reports worldwide. Hank and Clayton Nowell step 
before a monitor that outlines missile sites still under the control of the U.S. 
military. 

Hank briefs, “Over here on this monitor, Mr. President, are the missile site 
locations. Each one of these underground silos contains rockets capable of 
reaching any country in the world; most are carrying nuclear warheads. Some of 
these silos are cloaked in the appearance of simple farms with grain silos, but 
underground we have our armaments. Over here is a monitor that shows where 
our military bases are located and the number of active troops. Sir, let’s take a 
closer look at this monitor where we can see the full scope of the invasion of the 
UN - here are the states affected, and the remaining territory that we still hold, 
mostly states in the Midwest and South. As you can see, the Russians control 
Florida and Minnesota. We hear communications chatter that they are expected 
to take the Dakotas, as their troops are now moving west. If they do that, we’ll 
lose our missile installments in Fargo and Minot. Over here to the East Coast, the 
British hold the Northeast, and are expected to take the rest of that coast, or the 
original American colonies which they held before the Revolutionary War. In the 
Southwest, the Mexican army has breached our defenses creating massive 
casualties in the San Diego area, taking over California’s military bases, and 
confiscating most of our military equipment, tanks, and even some ships. They 
are now moving into Arizona and are expected by tomorrow to be in New 
Mexico, fulfilling one of their key secret motifs—to take the Southwestern U.S., 
which they once held before the Mexican-American War back in the mid- 


eighteen-hundreds. Along with Arizona, will fall one of our key military bases. 
Another case in point, New Mexico holds a great deal of our advanced military 
secrets at the Los Alamos National Laboratory. These secrets could fall into their 
hands. The Northwest is most alarming, the Chinese army is now in Western 
Washington State, in the Seattle area, where they have also taken key military 
installations. Holding them back from advancing is independent militia with 
expert snipers in place, creating havoc at the Chinese assembling area. If we 
could get our troops up there in short-order, we could keep them back from 
advancing across into Idaho, Montana, and Oregon.” 

President Clayton Nowell mumbles, “I need to get the rest of the Joint Chiefs 
on the phone and talk to some of my cabinet members. Congress will need to 
declare war—I need to get a message to them before the close of the day. After 
getting a consensus from the other Joint Chiefs, I can move the National Guard 
in to help the militia in Washington State ... I’ll let you know when I can get a 
conference call set up.” 

Hank has one more item before the president retreats to his private bunker, 
“Sir, I must alert you to the fact that the Chinese have a new weapon of war 
deployed in Washington State; it appears to be an army of robots. There are 
several different types, most carrying M2 rifles. Some resemble humans, some 
crawl on the ground, appearing like large walking dogs that can carry up to 300 
pounds of armament in side-packs. These are programmed to take out military 
personnel, or anything holding a gun; and, I might add, they are extremely 
effective in shadowing and confronting ground troops. It takes concentrated 
firepower or grenade launchers, to remove them. Drones are also present, being 
used for mainly surveillance.” 

The president, with a puzzling look, silently heads down the hall to his bunker 
and quietly shuts the door behind him. 

The war room buzzes to new activity with adrenaline pumping, as military 
staff notice new troop movements on the other side of the world. 

A corporal in the war room alerts Hank Breck, “Sir, Russian troops are 
amassing along the border of Georgia to the entrance of the Caucasus 
Mountains, sir.” 

Hank in turn focuses his attention on the Russian map and requests, “Get me 
the strength in numbers, the troops, the armor, especially the tanks. Get some 
analysts from the CIA to give us any information they may have on the ground 
and where they think they are planning to head” 

“Yes, sir!” The corporal says as he sits down at his computer. 

Hank immediately picks up the phone and calls the president in his bunker. 
As he hears the president pick up, he informs, “Sorry to interrupt your rest, sir, 
but we just learned that the Russians are building a mass force of troops and 
armor in the north of Asia’s Georgia, the city of Grozny. This is the province of 
Chechnya in the Caucasus Mountains. There are people contacting agents on the 


ground to project their intentions ... we should have some answers about their 
possible movements in a half-hour.” 

“OK, I’ll come back in and take a look at it just as soon as I finish a phone 
call,” the POTU.S. states. 

Russian military trains, massive armor columns and marching troops ina 
flood of armored steel, concentrate to the area of Grozny in Chechnya, a military 
assembling point, where over 70,000 troops appear on the trains and troop 
carriers under the cover of darkness. In short order an additional 5,000 troops 
arrive by a continuous stream of air transport, clearly visible from U.S. spy 
satellites — the Russians no longer able to hide their true intentions. Back at the 
Colorado underground base, and just as the corporal gets an answer back from 
CIA assets in Grozny, Russian generals order all troops and hardware forward, in 
a prophetic move — straight from the biblical Book of Ezekiel. They are ordering 
an advance at lightning speed, tumbling recklessly down one of the only narrow 
mountain passes of the Caucasus, the ancient Darial Gorge, known in history as 
the Caucasian Gates, or modern-day highway E117. This will bring them directly, 
non-stop through Georgia, Armenia and Northern Iran; on to Iraq and into Syria. 
Here they’ll amass at Israel’s northern border. Ezekiel 38:3 and 4 declares: 

Behold, I am against thee, O Gog, the chief prince of Meshech and Tubal: And 
I will turn thee back and put hooks into thy jaws, and I will bring thee forth, and 
all thine army, horses and horsemen, all of them clothed with all sorts of armor, 
even a great company, with bucklers and shields, all of them handling swords. 
[25] 

As Russian soldiers proceed down the central valley turnpike in the 
Caucasian Gates, armored vehicles moving too fast run over their own; the 
troops not able to yield the right of way soon enough, being snuffed out in a 
procession of carnage. This happens mostly in narrow mountain passes and some 
bridge crossings, where roadways narrow to single lanes. 

“Move fast through the narrows or be squashed!” A Russian officer shouts to 
his marching men. 

Later, Russian forces cross into Northern Iran, an ally. Iran’s authorities, 
camouflaged by their presence, begin to unleash missiles from hidden 
underground silos in the eastern part of the country, near the city of Tabas, 
toward Israel. Simultaneously, Russia follows suit from hidden silos in the Ural 
mountain range, skies overhead blister with streaking stars of light. Another 
Russian ally, Syria, begins a bombardment of scud missiles into main Israeli 
population areas. Fortunately, for the small Holy-land country, they had 
previously developed a highly sophisticated patriot missile system for 
counterattacking anything flying into their airspace. Huge explosions rock the 
skies above Israel, following the patriots’ collision into the scuds and Soviet 
intercontinental missiles—only one scud sneaks through on the first strike, which 
lands in a city park, blowing it to smithereens, and creating a deep hole where 


once a beautiful water fountain ministered peace to downtown Tel Aviv. Another 
wave of missiles streaking low and deadly toward Israeli armament, making 
contact, and creating huge balls of flames as Russian troops and tanks enter the 
borders of the Golan Heights. Upon reviewing satellite images, Israel’s defense 
minister, Avram Levin, sounds the alarm, mobilizing all Israeli forces. Now, with 
the threat of incoming bedlam, the IDF rushes into action to remind the UN, the 
Russians and their Persian allies that Israel has a most efficient and 
sophisticated military. Although sometimes outnumbered, Israel’s defense force 
has pushed back and defeated bloated, mass coalition armies in the past, as they 
did it in the Six-Day War, the Yom Kippur War, and the Israeli War for 
Independence. They will do it again; only this time, they will get some visible 
help from an unseen hand, as signs are shown to their favor in the heavenlies. 

Leaving a trail of broken machinery, Russian forces pass through Northern 
Iran, onto the plains of Iraq near the city of Mosul, and into the Golan Heights 
within a day. Here they assemble into a threatening cauldron of power, ready to 
drive their blistering force boldly into central Galilee; their plan, to neutralize all 
of Israel’s missile strike capabilities, and take any airports at the same time. By 
1200 hours, with most of the Russian troops assembling in the Golan Heights, 
Russian artillery commences a blow-by-blow barrage of Exocet missiles, with 
each one deploying over 300 pounds of explosive payload into Israel’s main 
cities. Known by its given name, the Flying Fish, the Exocet is launched from a 
jet or helicopter and can fly low to the surface at speeds of Mach .092.[26] One 
city, Haifa, is hit repeatedly, and soon resembles a crumbling war zone. The 
brutal bombardment continues for a quarter-hour when, suddenly, there is a 
development in the skies above that the old Russian bear did not plan on. This 
was prophesied long ago by the Prophet Ezekiel: 

“And I will send a fire on Magog (Russia)...and they shall know that I am the 
Lord.”[27] 

A concentrated fire falls from the heavens above—immediately and without 
warning, it consumes the Russian army, reducing it to one-sixth of its former 
size! The fire is so hot, men’s eyes melt out of their heads as they stand on their 
feet, while the rest of their flesh is consumed; just as Ezekiel prophesied![28] 
The only Russian general left walking, sends a message immediately back to 
Moscow: we have been hit by nuclear fire, I have only around 12,500 troops left, 
much of our armor is molten ash! We need to pull back before we are blown off 
the face of the earth. A message returns within two minutes from the Kremlin, 
get out! Russia isn’t about to send any more missiles back in Israel’s direction, 
either, as their patriot defense system shows to be more advanced than their 
intelligence had informed. The UN and the rest of the allies in this latest attack 
will be discussing this ‘fire from heaven’ for weeks to come. Where did it come 
from? Who pulled the trigger? How could it have been so effective? How did it 
evade all of Russia’s radar? A simple note came to Moscow the next day from the 


IDF General: The fire from the sky is not a surprise: a warning of judgement is 
spoken of in the book of Zechariah 12:3, for here the prophet says, “And in that 
day will I make Jerusalem a burdensome stone for all people: all that burden 
themselves with it shall be cut in pieces, though all the people of the earth be 
gathered together against it.”[29] 

The team from Crane Lake’s city hall is now waking up after their first restful 
sleep on their journey, now 3,500 miles from their old Minnesota home. They are 
confident that the threat facing them of capture by the Russian army can 
possibly be passing, even though Adak Island is a mere 740 miles to the east of 
Russia’s own Bering Island. The wind blows continuously off the Bering Sea, 
buffeting the windows, as they all saunter into the breakfast nook, where hot 
coffee and toasted bagels are the menu, compliments of hotel staff. Circling one 
table are the men: the police chief, the mayor, Hamilton, Harry, Dell, Officer 
Congdon, Officer Branca, Billy Beck, Doc Boyd, Hal Shepherd, and Skip Bussey. 
Sitting adjacent to this table are the women: the mayor’s wife Delia, Susan 
Hendrilkut, Judy and Grace from the court, Fanny and Zoe from police records, 
Bell Fleck and Rose Bussey. The discussion at the men’s table is quite lively, all 
about finding an available rental unit for the group to live in for the time being. 

Hamilton shares from his findings, “I did some internet research last night on 
local real estate and found that some of these old military housing units are for 
sale at drastically reduced rates. You can get a complete duplex with six to eight 
rooms, and that many if you convert a couple dens to bedrooms. Each double 
unit has an adequate living area with a kitchen, a laundry and a two-car garage 
space - all for fifteen thousand dollars!” 

“Wow, that’s great, so how much money down do they want down?” Dell 
inquires. 

Hamilton informs, “Well, it’s usually at least one thousand dollars to close a 
deal.” 

The mayor questions, “So, who do we talk to around here? Is there an active 
agent on the island?” 

Hamilton smiles confidently and says, “We’ll go make friends with the only 
realtor on the island, a local Indian wise man - Stunted Tree. Why don’t a couple 
of you go over to his office with me this morning, located across the roadway in 
the town mall. He’ll be opening around ten o’clock.” 

The mayor and Officer Congdon raise their coffee cups with satisfying grins. 

“And, just so you know, we have the cash. Harry brought enough along with 
him for the thousand-dollar down payment, so we can get the deal done,” 
Hamilton informs. 

The new POTU.S., President Clayton Nowell, places a call to the UN 
secretary-general, whose secretary does not hesitate to put the call through to 
new world dictator himself, Blaise Florenta. 

“Ah, yes, Mr. President, how can I assist you?” the UN dictator greets. 


Nowell is direct in his approach, stating, “You have deceived us with your 
deliberate takeover of our sovereignty. Now that you occupy over a third of our 
country, where do we go from here?” 

Florenta boasts, “All the world is a sovereign state! We are only following our 
1949 Draft: Declaration on Rights and Duties of States. You see, we had to step 
in and take control after the bird flu threatened to cross over into Mexico and 
would have been spread across the world through international flights. At this 
juncture, we are not allowing any air travel to other nations from your country, 
even from the middle states that you control. You will need to pass this message 
on to your Air Traffic Control and FAA personnel, or planes will be forced down 
that violate international airspace. We base all our actions on Article 7 of the 
1949 Draft, which states: ‘Every state has the duty to ensure that conditions 
prevailing in its territory do not menace international peace and order.’ So, we 
are doing what is necessary to preserve international peace.” 

President Nowell growls back, “We will discuss this at the next meeting of 
the UN world body. You just can’t invade a sovereign state based on the decision 
of a few people in a committee.” 

Blaise politely ends the call with, “We’ll look forward to discussing your 
concerns at our UN meeting then.”[30] 

Stunted Tree is surfing the net in his real estate office, for since the closing of 
the military base, he only occasionally sees the shadow of a real customer step 
on his welcome mat. But daily with faith, around 10 a.m., he reaches up to the 
window behind him and turns the sign to read: OPEN. It is a rare day indeed, for 
just a few minutes later, he is overcome with joy to witness three people step into 
his lobby. 

“Well then, step right in ... and welcome. I’m Stumpy, as my friends call me.” 
Like a true host, he walks around the counter to shake hands with Hamilton, 
Mayor King and Harry. “I heard through the grapevine we had visitors fly into 
town last evening—is there anything I can assist you with?” Stumpy offers, as his 
coffee-stained teeth show through a wide smile. 

Like an experienced businessman, Hamilton begins with, “Why, yes, we are 
looking for a duplex home to rent or purchase for a party of persons.” He is 
careful not to disclose too much information about their exact number. 

Stumpy, like a host on a TV game show extends his hand toward the office 
chairs in his lobby. With excitement, he offers, “Make yourselves comfortable, I 
have some coffee brewing, can I get you a cup?” They all nod to the affirmative. 
Stumpy waddles slightly on his mission to retrieve the black gold for all of them, 
returning with cups and coffee on a tray from the kitchenette. 

He jumps right in saying, “Well, depending on what type of home unit you are 
looking for, there are several options. Our best deal is the former duplex units 
left over from the naval base years.” 

Hamilton confirms, “Absolutely, yes. I was on the internet last night and saw 


that there are a few double units available for sale, and the was price was given; 
just fifteen thousand dollars for a duplex unit—is that offer still on?” 

Stumpy affirms this information with a more than positive head nod. He 
stutters with excitement saying, “Oh, yes! Ah-ah, I can bring you over there right 
na-now and sh-sh-show you one. The price is rock bottom, as there are no regular 
buyers looking for property twelve hundred miles from Anchorage, and way out 
in the middle of the Bering Sea! Most people fear the cost of shipping, for even a 
board of plywood to do remodeling can be a budget challenge. But what home 
buyers don’t realize, is that we are a major shipping port and can get things 
much easier than they would ever expect. Usually, we barter with the ship 
captains, to have them let go of some of their surplus. We get some most unique 
items to cover a wall, or floor, or patch a ceiling—it’s all about connections! Over 
at the mall there is a flea market, and they carry a lot of things you can use to do 
makeshift repairs. Items come in from all over the world there; you can barter on 
their prices too! Anyway, let me get the keys to my golf cart, and I’ll wheel you 
over to the first duplex unit. Most of these homes were built in the ‘90s, and 
many were brand new when the military closed the naval air station in ninety- 
seven—they have been sitting empty since then, just looking for someone to step 
in and occupy! You came to the right place at the right time!” 

The sojourners acquire nostalgia-like comfort in Stumpy’s four-seat golf cart 
and its zany memorabilia décor. Riding like they are in a wonderland movie, and 
in just a couple of minutes, they arrive in the driveway of unit one. As soon as the 
Crane Lake team observes the impeccable building’s exterior and condition, they 
are sold. The duplex sits proudly with its two-stories, built side-by-side, and with 
the front displaying a frame of bay windows on the first level. Around back is a 
two-car garage, and way up on top is a shiny steel roof. 

“Wow,” the mayor gasps, “this is nicer than most homes in Crane Lake!” 

Stumpy smiling courteously offers,“Yup, there’s more too! These double 
duplex units have all the amenities: a laundry; a full size kitchen with appliances; 
a large master bedroom and bath; an extra bathroom on the main floor; two 
additional bedrooms; a den, with a living area, and garage. After I get done 
showing this unit to you, I’ll take y’all down the road to the community 
recreation hall—with an Olympic-size swimming pool!” 

Stumpy carefully opens the front door, like a servant serving three kings of 
royalty. He motions with a wide swing of his arm to enter, while smiling from 
cheek to cheek; he knows he has a sale. They step in and walk like kings on the 
plush white carpet. 

Back in Crane Lake, Minnesota, the replacement city staff are keeping a vigil 
in the employee lounge without much to do, as most local citizens who, cognizant 
of City Hall being under Russian occupation, make it the last place they would 
ever think of going to get anything done. Most citizens are simply staying at 
home or bartering with other neighbors to get supplies. “I’ll trade you three 


pounds of flour for some of that fresh fish you caught today,” one neighbor 
requests to another across a back fence. 

The Russian general, Boris Brodsky, appointed to the northern region of 
Minnesota, has set up offices inside City Hall to make sure that the 
infrastructure remains operational, while appointing Russian staff persons or 
engineers to take over any previous vacancies of key utility and government 
positions. “Zo far, the vater, sewer and power systems are stheel rhunning, but 
supplying foodt to ceetizens vill continue to be a beeg prowblem. Schipping from 
deestant varehouses is stheel being khordtinatid, vbut because America vas 
fragmented ant occupiedt by other governmints, most shipments are at a trickle. 
It vill take ovare a month of negotiations by the UN and occupying governmints 
to vork out free tradte across borders agin.” 

The Russian general speaks to a newly appointed staff person, whose new 
responsiblility is the free food distribution for citizens at one of the local 
supermarkets. He updates the general, “Eefven though the store is now closedt, 
zey are filling za coolers wit governmint foodts to geeve avay. In a couple of dayz 
vee vill haf food for the starfving citizens. Vee will haf to do dis until normal 
supply shipments can make it through our borderz. Soon Vee vill open za banks 
vith the new currency for the citizens to buy goodts vith.” 

General Brodsky turns his attention to some of his military staff present, “Till 
then vee neet to keep zee law and orter. Any rezistence to our occupation—I 
orter you to execute vengince upon immeetiatly! Law breakers and insurgents 
vill be dealt vith with immediate justice! Antyvon involved in an insurgency vill 
be sent back to zee fatherlandt for interrogation and incarceration at Siberia. For 
small infractions, like stealing and looting, zey are to be brought to thiz court (he 
motions with his finger, pointing down the hall to the courtroom) for an 
immetiate military style justice! After sentencing zey vill go to the labor camp ve 
are setting up at zee oldt lumber mill. Za violators vill vork for us until they pay 
the last ruble!” The staff all nods their heads in agreement, for they are trained 
to view local populations as dogs. 

Mayor King, Hamilton and Harry, all sitting together in a mood of agreement 
in Stumpy’s real estate office, begin the finalization of their purchase agreement 
for the double-duplex unit they are sold on. 

Stumpy produces a document and comments, “Well, I have a few papers here 
for you to look over to get the process rolling, and I need one of you to be the 
principal signer.” 

Harry steps up to the plate and drops a thousand dollars in cash on the table 
for the expected earnest payment as Stumpy points to the signature line 
designating him as the official purchaser of the property. 

Stumpy instructs Harry, “Now there are some other papers here to sign, too. 
One is the loan company, another is the home insurance, and this one is for 
property taxes. I will just pass them to you one at a time, and you can put your 


John Doe where I put the little arrow.” After around ten minutes of official 
signatures, Stumpy throws all the paperwork onto the copier and runs them off 
for Harry’s portfolio. 

Stumpy conjectures, “There you go, now, after the loan is approved through 
our Alaskan region mortgage broker, I’ll give you a call. Are you staying over at 
the motel?” 

Harry gives him a silent but affirmative nod. 

“You'll get the key when the loan is confirmed, and the title is signed over. 
Even with all the turmoil right now in the states, commerce is still operating here 
on the outer islands—we’re insulated—even if a third world war should start. To 
be honest though, there could be delays due to current confusion on what 
currency is to be used. I understand that the UN is pushing to introduce a new 
currency in North America called the Amero. Our region will probably be last to 
follow any new directives, so whatever they claim the currency is, the loan will 
most likely be honored here in our neck of the woods,” Stumpy finalizes. 

Harry and Hamilton shake his hand and step out onto the street of the lazy 
port town of Adak. They speak a little of their new environment as they cross the 
main thoroughfare on their walk to the motel. 

Hamilton briefs, “I found out some more about what this city used to be ... it 
was once bustling with naval Air Station activity when it was in full operation. 
There were thousands of service people who lived and worked at the base, and it 
even had a fast-food restaurant. The airport was also used during World War 
Two, to defend mainland Alaska against attacks from Japan. And, during the Cold 
War with communist Russia not too far away, it served as a buffer of defense for 
the free world. The port and fishing are now the main industries, and sea-going 
vessels use the port for a refuel stop on their way from Asian ports to North 
America. Adak is also Alaska’s southernmost city, equal in longitude to British 
Columbia’s city of Vancouver. It is known as the land where the wind blows, 
because of its closeness to the icy Bering Sea. On the island to the north, is a 
pristine lake called Lake Andrew. We’ll take a trip up there for some sightseeing 
and fishing. They say that it only snows in the mountains on the north side of the 
island, as winter temperatures at the city’s elevation are generally mild, and it 
never drops below 33 degrees. Many days in winter stay mild, in the 40s or 50s! 
It does like to rain here though, so keep your umbrella handy.” 

The rest of the Crane Lake members, back at the motel, are lounging in the 
breakfast nook to catch some snacks at lunchtime. 

The real estate investors walk in to say, “Hey everyone, we have a contract 
signed for a large duplex. Why don’t we all take a walk over to our new home 
after lunch, and we’ll show you the miracle.” 

The mayor speaks for them all with a jest, “As your mayor of better times to 
come, we’ll take you all over for a look.” 

“The state of Washington is currently undergoing numerous underground 


tremors in the vicinity of Mt. St. Helens and the city of Wenatchee. Combining 
that with present wind patterns, huge clouds of volcanic ash are descending 
upon the central part of the state; particularly Quincy, Washington, which is now 
under six inches of volcanic ash! This is a collossal, messy substance, and 
impossible to run a car engine anywhere near, as it will immediately plug the 
vehicle’s air cleaner system. All persons in the affected areas of volcanic ash are 
urged to wait until the ash stops descending from the air to drive their vehicles. 
We urge all citizens to stay inside their homes until air quality improves. Also, 
homeowners should be notified that if it rains, the volcanic ash will turn into a 
mushy paste and will harden as it dries. You may shovel it into piles at the side of 
the roadways, where later, city crews with front-end loaders will pick it up at 
curbside,” this announcement a television news reporter proclaims to a wary 
public audience. 

Far to the north of Seattle, at the Canadian border, another dormant volcano 
shows signs of an imminent eruption - Mount Baker. Always a part of local 
Seattle folklore is the rumor that Mt. Baker will one day blow its stack and shake 
the foundations of the Seattle, Tacoma, and Olympia metropolis. 

“Well, it’s finally happening,” the TV news reporter excitedly interjects. “Mt. 
Baker, the long dormant volcano to the north of Seattle is shaking the region 
with multiple tremors. We confirmed this afternoon at 2:30 PST, that tremors 
started near its base, with smoke columns now visible, rising from its sides and 
summit. We are urging citizens within thirty miles of the mountain’s base to 
leave their homes immediately to the safety of shelters in any surrounding cities - 
you may access the internet for a list of these shelters. Chinese authorities are 
cooperating with local governments to make sure that citizens may make their 
way through checkpoints to shelters. All you need is a current ID to show and 
wear a red arm band indicating that you are a refugee on the move in search of 
shelter.” 

Within moments of this announcement, Mt. Baker suddenly explodes with the 
fury of a nuclear release, as billowing clouds of black smoke, fire, flash lightning 
and ash fill the skies north of Seattle. The explosion—so intense—it shatters 
windows all over the Seattle metroplex. In Seattle’s downtown area, buildings 
lose entire exteriors of glass; the glass raining down upon vehicle traffic and 
unwary pedestrians, causing numerous casualties. Molten lava begins to flow 
down the sides of Mt. Baker vaporizing everything in its path. The presidential 
staff receives immediate text updates on the situation from the U.S.GS (United 
States Geological Survey): Mt. Baker is now active, blowing its top with 
tremendous force. This leaving the Seattle metro area in its path. Ash is falling 
toward the east over Central Washington, burying the city of Omak. 

“IT never dreamed Washington State would be the next place for a volcano, I 
always assumed it would be Wyoming ... what is happening?” The president 
remarks. 


Derry Sinko, the president’s whiz-kid, quickly updates the POTU.S. from a 
fast access file off his smartphone, “Sir, experts in the field of geography have 
claimed the next major volcanic explosion will, with all probability, occur in the 
Cascade Range of Washington State. Tremors have been active for three years 
all around these dormant volcanoes. The next big one, as they describe it will be 
in this region. The Mt. Baker explosion today, could be the big one, and this 
volcanic action will probably get worse before it gets any better.” 

The president smartly picks up his desk phone, and calls the governor of 
Washington State, Jeb Wanamaker. The governor’s secretary answers and 
transfers the call direct to the governor’s office. 

The president remarks, “Hi Jeb, looks like the geophysicists are correct, I 
guess your area has been on their list for the next big volcano. How is your 
situation going out there with the volcano and Chinese occupational forces?” 

Jeb relates, “Well, we have finally found some relief with our Chinese 
persecutors, prior to this explosion, they had us shaking to our ankles ... the 
volcanic activity could work to our benefit. Eastern Washington militias and the 
National Guard have been holding the Chinese forces on the western slopes of 
the Cascade Range. The volcanoes, now in three counties are holding up their 
advance east, allowing our troops to reinforce and hold ground even better. If 
you could get regular military up here now, I think we can keep them from taking 
the rest of the state. The volcanoes are making it impossible for the Chinese to 
organize on our side of the mountain, so a surge of U.S. forces flowing in from 
the eastern side of the Cascades, could possibly dislodge them from Seattle. Any 
chance you could get some regular troops to the east side of the mountain to 
assemble in Spokane?” 

The president assures him, “I will talk to the Joint Chiefs ... Congress is 
getting close to a declaration of war to protect our borders from any further 
insurgence. And yes, our government is starting to function again, so I will talk 
to you in a few hours. Hopefully, we can have some regular troop movements to 
your area within twenty-four hours.” 

“Wow, you would never know it, but with everything going on in the states, 
Adak Island is an oasis of peace!” The mayor’s wife declares. 

The mayor, returning a convincing smile, knew that despite all the pain of 
having to leave their home in Crane Lake, his wife is content with their 
circumstances. 

She ribs a response to his smile and offers, “While you men go back over to 
talk real estate business, the ladies and I will do something lifesaving - we’re 
going shopping to find where we can get all the best deals on food and clothing; 
I’ll also check to see if there are any home improvement sections in any of the 
stores for you men!” 

“Thank you, honey,” the mayor obediently agrees, thinking in his mind, the 
last time I disagreed was in our first month of marriage! 


It’s now ten o’clock, and the mayor, Hamilton and Harry meet in the coffee 
lounge of the hotel where Harry announces new business, “I got the call from 
Stumpy last evening ... I guess the loan was approved with a decent interest 
rate. Stumpy will meet us over at his office to close the deal ... 1 have some 
papers to sign ... he promises to run it straight through, so we can get the key as 
soon as the funds are transferred—pronto! One advantage of using Stumpy is 
that he is so far from civilization, the underwriters completely rely on his 
judgement, so all he does is e-mail them photographs of the house, along with 
the usual facts and features, to get approval.” 

The mayor segues, “Wow, my wife and all the other women will be so excited. 
From the sounds of her plans this morning, I wonder if we’ll ever be going back 
to Crane Lake. I think she already likes it here, for she says it’s peaceful.” 

“Well that’s good news,” Hamilton replies, “however, we’ll all have to get 
used to a different supply chain; Stumpy discloses that provisions come into the 
stores here from the ships, but it’s kind of like a flea market atmosphere. It 
sounds like you just take what you can score the best deal on. That’s OK, though, 
I like challenges!” 

Finishing the last drop of dark coffee, the three men saunter over to Stumpy’s 
office. As they step up on the threshold, Stumpy enthusiastically opens the door 
with glad tidings, “Welcome, our new residents to Adak Island! I have everything 
ready to go. I slipped out early and took photographs and e-mailed them to the 
underwriters who are in a later time zone - they’re just waiting for a signature. 
Harry’s credit checked out terrific, and since he listed his employment as CIA, no 
further questions were asked! We can do the signature now, and then I'll fax the 
documents over to the underwriters, so they can approve it and get the mortgage 
company to release the funds. As soon as the funds are released, you can sign 
the title - I’ll run the docs over to the land office at city hall, and you can take the 
key! So, c’mon inside, and we’ll do some business ... this should all go through 
before the close of the business day!” 

Entering the office, Harry puts his John Doe on the financial agreement 
papers, as Stumpy carefully loads them into the fax machine. He ceremonially 
hits the send button with a comical curtsy, and chirp, chirp sings the fax 
machine, as the first major miracle of the Crane Lake group begins to roll. They 
all shake hands and Stumpy agrees to meet them over at the hotel for a ride to 
their new home in thirty minutes. 

He excitedly exclaims, “I’ll just let you in, and you can start getting things 
organized so you can move in tomorrow. When you are done, just lock the door 
behind you — tomorrow I should be able to give you the key!” 

Officer Congdon, Nelson Fedo, the police chief, and Dell Bailey, are 
immediately available to clean at their new double duplex, and asking Stumpy 
upon his arrival to make a pit stop at the only grocery store so they can obtain 
some cleaning supplies. The mayor in turn leaves a message at the desk for the 


women to join them all after returning from their shopping spree; it being less 
than a mile to walk to the new home. 

“It certainly is surreal,” the new owners agree together, as they step into the 
doorway of the newer condition duplex; the carpet being in perfect condition; 
some furniture still in the rooms, and even a shower curtain decorates the 
bathroom. 

Harry excitedly shares, “Hey, this is great—they left a bed and mattress in 
the master bedroom with hangers still in the closets! Look, the other bedroom 
has a dresser. Let’s check the other unit and see what they may have left over 
there, and then we’ll check to see what might be in the garage!” 

With that, they become a dive team of explorers. Dell finds dishes left in the 
kitchen cabinet in unit one, while Officer Congdon finds a decent couch in unit 
two. Both garages are full of hardware supplies: a hydraulic jack; a set of pliers, 
as well as some wire, pipe fittings, garbage bags, and a few other items of use 
around the house: extra bulbs for lamps and even an exercise machine! 

“Stumpy says we can move in tomorrow, so let’s get to the house cleaning!” 
The mayor suggests to the crew. 

Officer Branca then starts to make a verbal inventory of furniture that was 
left inside both units, “We have two large king-size beds, and a twin bed, both 
with mattresses. Also, there is one spare mattress. We have three dressers, and 
some other odd items like china in the kitchen cabinets, two lamps, a coffee 
table, and toilet paper. The ladies will be able to tell us when they get back from 
shopping where we can get more furniture and the supplies we may need.” 

Dell Bailey in deep thought adds, “We will need to get transportation of some 
kind ... I’ll look around town for any bicycles for sale, for on an island this small 
that is all we’ll need! Many of us won’t mind the short walk into the downtown 
area anyway.” 

After a couple of hours of cleaning counters and shelves, they all went back 
to the hotel to watch some movies and rest—the ladies still out shopping. 

Around four o’clock, Harry’s cell phone chirps with a text message from 
Stumpy, it’s all approved, you can pick your keys up at my Office in the morning, 
congratulations! 

Harry immediately knocks on Hamilton’s door. As Hamilton peeks out, he 
announces, “The funds came in! We own the duplex, and we can get the key in 
the morning.” 

Hamilton raises his hand for the high five, their hands clap together. Harry 
excitedly continues, “I’ll let the others know at dinner; we’ll surprise the ladies! 
They are probably ready to give us a report on their all-day-long shopping 
expedition anyway; we can tell them they now have a home they may proceed to 
decorate.” 

Washington freedom fighters and National Guard begin to get needed help as 
Congress expressly approves war measures, in kind: activating the military to 


respond, by first protecting the main borders around their new environs in the 
middle states, and further, sending concentrated numbers of federal troops to 
Spokane, Washington. With volcanic activity in the Cascade Range pinning down 
both sides of the Chinese troop concentrations, a pincer movement of federal 
troops through the two main mountain passes of Central Washington State, 
Snoqualmie and Stevens, throws the Chinese troops off balance. Trains bringing 
armor to the federal staging area, make it possible to overwhelm, with brute 
power, the overconfident Chinese positions. This partly due to their own 
fallacious intelligent reports, projecting Jack of resistance from American forces, 
and assuming the American military will be too tied up dealing with the British in 
the eastern tidewater areas of the country. This major intelligence error is about 
to become a huge bonus for freedom fighters. Two divisions of American regulars 
promptly assemble in Eastern Washington State at Spokane, over 150 miles from 
the Cascade mountain range, which contains the golden prize that the United 
States government absolutely cannot give up to the Chinese—an underground 
military city. The city’s mammoth size and military population is level-three top 
secret. Occasional rumors describe it as vast and connected to Colorado’s 
underground super city by an underground high-speed rail system. If this top 
secret facility falls into the hands of the Chinese, some secrets that can change 
the whole geopolitical landscape of the world will lean the balance of power in 
China’s favor, giving them unlimited power. 

One of these secrets has been seen at night by local Washington citizen 
observers, as one described it to a local sheriff’s deputy in this manner, “This 
thing flew right up the Columbia River Valley, it resembled a flying globe of some 
sort. What I saw was a brilliant yellow light, shining impulsively like a miniature 
planet. There were four of them, they hovered for a moment, moving slowly up 
and down vertically. Then, I looked away just for a second, and they were gone! 
On another occasion I saw the bottom side of an object of which was sitting 
stationary over the Rock Island Dam. The size of this ship was that of a 
battleship, up in the air, and above the dam! It just sat there for around ten 
minutes; then slowly it starts moving upward, and in a flash of white light—it’s 
gone!” Local citizen rumor mills claim these flying objects originate from some 
secret military base, somewhere in the central Cascade mountains where the 
U.S. military has created the next generation of top secret spacecraft. 

Another local citizen report recounts along this line: we were on one of the 
back roads, parked, with our car facing upward on a hill. But, when we were 
ready to proceed again, I pulled the emergency break and the car rolled uphill on 
its own! We figured that there must have been something going on underground 
there—perhaps a change in the earth’s magnetic field. These types of strange 
sightings and reports are common knowledge to the citizens who live anywhere 
near the military’s mountain facility in the Central Cascades. 

The Joint Chiefs agree for a military operation the next morning starting at 


0700 hours. Immediately, the area generals in Spokane, Washington call a 
meeting of all staff, militia and National Guard. For this purpose, the military 
takes over a hotel ballroom in the city’s downtown. As the top brass are arriving 
in military jeeps flanked by MP patrols, militia units make appearances more 
humbly with pickup trucks and some hand-designed military vehicles, dressed in 
old army fatigues. They are a ragtag looking bunch with an array of weaponry 
strapped to their shoulders, waist and legs. Many sporting cavemen beards, 
barking language that would shock some of the regular troops. The top militia 
commander Benjamin Broughner, sporting an Australian bush hat, and with a 
dozen staff flanking him ... walk briskly as a tight-knit group into the hotel 
ballroom. Here they find a receiving line for a full smorgasbord meal prepared 
for all the military personnel attending. Following them is an entourage of 
National Guard top brass, filling the ballroom with smoke, discussion, and dining 
activity. After they all had a chance to get acquainted, many sat down, sharing 
old war stories and dining. 

The U.S. general waits patiently for twenty minutes, then takes the podium. 
After a standard greeting, he shares,“My fellow compatriots, and ladies of the 
military and militia ... tomorrow morning we will be advancing upon the two 
mountain passes which directly connect into the Greater Seattle area. Here we 
have a decisive opportunity, as the Chinese are clearly off guard, having to deal 
with three major volcanoes. Some of their troops and machinery are stalled out 
in the mucky ash brought by providential rains. On this side of the mountains, 
tomorrow’s weather will be clear skies over most of Central Washington—this 
will support our ground movements as we pass over to the other side. There will 
be some rain in the Seattle area, which will slow the enemy down. We will make 
three major thrusts, one to the north through Stevens Pass, one in the middle up 
the interstate through Snoqualmie Pass and another from the south along the 
Columbia River main highway. I have word that the Chinese are disorganized, 
and they will be of little resistance to us, except that they have robots and drones 
which we will have to deal with piecemeal. I have requested air cover as we go 
into the passes, so Air Force support will be over us as we pass through ... they 
will be taking out key targets to ensure our safety. 

The Chinese have an aircraft carrier in Seattle’s port, which will be one of 
their main targets to ensure air superiority. The plan is to blow that thing out of 
the water on the first strike. Without air support, we can then mop up their 
single division of troops and a thousand or so robots, with about a hundred 
drones. Officers on the ground will have to be mindful of drones flying overhead, 
as they can carry precision weaponry, mostly to target our most effective armor. 
The militia commander requested to speak after me, so I yield the floor to him.” 

The General steps down, shaking the hand of Benjamin Broughner. As 
Broughner steps up to the podium, he first scans every face in the room. He then 
speaks humbly, “My fellow patriots, U.S. military, and National Guard leaders. I 


bring you good news. I waited to make this report until this meeting, so that I 
could address you all at the same time, reducing the chance that the enemy 
might intercept any of this intelligence. It has come to my attention from militia 
leaders in Montana, Idaho, and some that are in exile from the Dakotas and 
Minnesota, that a great number of ready-militia are now moving into Eastern 
Idaho, scheduled to be here in force by 0600 tomorrow. More will follow, and 
that, in a steady stream, which we will use as reinforcements. Their numbers are 
believed to be estimated at some twenty thousand and could increase to thirty 
thousand. These men are all self-armed and supplied, with many carrying more 
sophisticated weaponry than the U.S. military offers. The contingency carry 
weapons that can be easily supplied from any supply depot, like the .223 rifle. 
Our total strength of troops may exceed forty thousand and could reach fifty 
thousand within a day or two. The Chinese have only one division, which is 
greatly disorganized and stalled by the volcanic ash. We will push through the 
passes tomorrow and crush them! Our militia men are ready to fight; we will take 
our country and our freedom back, and we will never honor a blue helmet 
again!” 

A great hush, like a wind, blows over the room as the militia leader steps 
down and gives an assuring head nod to the now standing National Guard 
General Nathan Young. As the General’s imposing shape fills the podium he looks 
first to the group of militia and comments, almost in a whisper, “We thank you 
for your support in this critical time in our nation’s history. We will fight and we 
will prevail, for my military analysts show that with a quick and decisive victory 
over the Chinese, a pincer movement to the south through California and Arizona 
will drive the Mexican army out of the Southwest. Once that is a reality, we will 
look toward the Midwest and Florida now under Russian occupation and then 
march up the East Coast to deal with our old colonial-day enemy, the British.” 

The General shakes his head affirmatively and whispers, “We have a secret 
weapon to surprise the Russian occupiers in Florida. I cannot share its scope at 
this meeting, for it will become known to you after we claim back the Southwest. 
It’s a surprise package that only the top brass are being briefed on. It is 
something that was put in place over forty years ago, to ensure Florida will be 
defended if it is ever invaded; it’ll knock the socks off the Russians—they will 
never expect it. Their air power will never see it coming, nor will their troops. It 
is non-nuclear and is genius. 

So, with that hope, let us concentrate our minds, our duty and honor on 
making tomorrow a great victory in Western Washington State. It will restore 
hope to our cause. When we initially were invaded a week ago, many of us were 
dumbfounded on how to respond. Now we have a game plan, and conquer we 
will! UN initiatives and their trickery will never destroy the will of the American 
people or the power of the American military and militia. As we leave this 
briefing you will obtain your marching orders, so damn the torpedoes - full speed 


ahead.” The General receives a welcome applause. 

The united group begins filing out of the hotel ballroom to their assembling 
areas, to the largest parking lots in the city. Over the mountain, Chinese officials 
are now becoming aware of the grave danger they face. Their only air power 
available from a new arrival aircraft carrier still sits silent, as they wait for the 
volcanic dust to clear. U.S. air support, the 366th Fighter Wing of Mountain 
Home, near Boise, Idaho, monitors any slight air movement over Seattle or 
Central Washington. Any show of activity will bring the full fighter-wing force to 
intercept any strikes against the assembling troops. 

Intelligence reports arriving in from Seattle from Army intelligence agents, 
indicates: the Chinese are still trying to assemble their troops after the huge 
explosion of Mt. Baker to the north. The volcanic ash fell locally after the wind 
shifted from the east to southwest, stifling all movements of troops and armor. 
Air support is impossible, as the ash in the air clogs jet engines. Something for 
Mountain Home to keep in mind is the ash present in the air; jets should avoid 
getting into altitudes where there is any visible smoke from the volcanoes. Now 
that Mountain Home has the intelligence on the silent Chinese aircraft carrier, a 
word came Officially from the Joint Chiefs to the top U.S. military general, 
“Conditions favorable for your morning operation through the passes, forward ... 
forward—forward!” 

Unaware of what is happening in Washington State, the Crane Lake team 
turns in for the night. As they sleep in somewhat peaceful surroundings, they 
have no idea that American troops are about to enter a full-scale battle with the 
formidable Chinese. 

As evening turns toward morning, Intel from Army intelligence sources show 
the Chinese, still off balance from falling volcanic ash, are ready prey for U.S. 
pincer movements. The hand on the clock methodically moves like a guillotine 
closer to 0700 hours on the U.S. general’s watch, and as the shadow of it touches 
the twelve at the top, he gives the order to all assembled troops, militia and 
armor to move forward! One large military convoy starts out of Spokane like a 
giant boa constrictor along Highway 2 on its way northwest to Stevens Pass. The 
sound of engines rumbles by pedestrian onlookers, the trucks with heavy armor 
vehicles onboard vibrate the ground. The next major group of soldiers and armor 
move west along Interstate 90 to the center, Snoqualmie Pass. The last major 
movement of troops descend southward along the Columbia River to follow 
Interstate 84. Air support from the Mountain Home Base blows like a whirlwind 
overhead at full-speed, making sonic-boom blasts never before seen by locals in 
this northern city. Dozens of fighter jets, F15E Strike Eagles streak by, with some 
high-tech stealth aircraft seen at higher altitudes, leaving mysterious contrails 
from their massive 40,000-pound load-weight. 

Rapidly, Chinese radar picks up the onslaught of airpower moving west 
toward them; the Chinese aircraft carrier blistering of panic activity, with planes 


jettisoning off the carrier decks, despite the presence of dangerous smoke ash 
still present in the Seattle air. Some of these jet engines straining from the 
falling ash blowing in their direction from Mt. St. Helens, suddenly lose power; 
their engines disintegrating from the sand-like dust—the planes falling like rocks 
on the mountainous terrain, exploding into massive fireballs as their fully-loaded 
tanks and bombs explode simultaneously. Some make it through the dangerous 
ash, rising to fly high over the mountains, only to be intercepted by dozens of 
American attack aircraft, who blow holes in their fuselages in a modern turkey 
shoot. The steak-like falling red stars to make an imprint on the rocky cliffs 
below. 

It’s open season on Chinese pilots, for the U.S. Air Force is buzzing like bees 
above the smoky clouds. With the skies clearing of enemy aircraft, all U.S. pilots 
need to do now is to direct a dozen or so Exocet missiles onto the decks of the 
Chinese Aircraft carrier. This is quickly done as several jets swoop down to just 
above the gray smoke lines in range. Like an onslaught of nitroglycerin, thirteen 
Exocet missiles penetrate the deck, in close precision succession, sending the 
ship into a cataclysmic, huge fireball that shatters windows in Seattle’s skyline. 
The rest of the Chinese armada, nearby and desperately sending off ground-to- 
air missiles, are one-by-one sent to the bottom of the harbor, like a child’s arcade 
game. The American pilots take total air control from the Chinese, shooting down 
any remaining red stars from the air. 

“Atta boy, you got ‘em,” Lt. Col. Les Rizzley, Commander, excitedly praises his 
colleagues. 

With so much volcanic smoke at lower altitudes though, American jets are 
only able to take out key armor targets when accurate coordinates are called in 
from ground troops, with the bulk of the U.S. pilots returning to the base, waiting 
and ready to fly again as soon as smoke conditions improve. 

Now, it’s the turn of the ground troops and armor as key elements begin their 
push through the middle pass in heavy firefights, shattering Chinese ambush 
positions. They experience a new face of warfare, going head-to-head with 
Chinese robots, which display extremely effective shooting, but are still 
vulnerable to U.S. shoulder-fired weapons—many robots made scrap metal from 
precision shots. Some of the four-pod robots explode like the stars when their 
side-packs ignite, a payload of ammunition for Chinese troops. 

The word from the U.S. top brass is to reenforce the center through the 
Snoqualmie Pass, the first penetration to collide with the main deployment of the 
Chinese occupational army. Back in Spokane’s staging area, militia is still 
arriving from Montana and Idaho, and they are sent forward immediately. 

“Move ahead,” the militia general barks at his officers into his radio, “as 
troops arrive from Idaho, send them up the Snoqualmie Pass to reenforce the 
main penetration.” 

Militia quickly refuels the tanks on their pickup trucks and move up the 


interstate toward the pass, most with two men in the front cab and six sitting in 
the box. A stream of trucks travels in convoys into position, while others are sent 
by train, disembarking at Moses Lake and then just marching up the side of the 
highway. 

The Crane Lake crew is sitting in the hotel breakfast nook viewing the main 
news network; they can’t fathom a U.S. response against the Chinese. 

Hamilton looks over to Harry, commenting, “I never saw this coming ... I 
thought it was all over for us, but instead, it looks like the U.S. troops will have 
an advantage over the Chinese!” 

“Yeah, looks like what was thought to be a volcanic disaster, turned out to be 
a huge cog in the wheel for the invading Chinese army, and I'll bet they never 
expected that eventuality into their occupational plans! They are literally covered 
in volcanic ash ... that stuff plugs up any engines operating on the ground, and it 
will make all of their armor incapable of supporting their troops,” Harry adds. 

The mayor looking very satisfied says, “I guess we can be more confident that 
our house purchase will be supported by American dollars over Chinese Yuan, as 
there is some hope that, after they mop up the Chinese, they won’t waste any 
time to reclaim the rest of the country.” 

“That is correct,” Hamilton jumps in, “if they move fast, the Russians, the 
British, and the Mexicans won’t be able to get any reinforcements to our shores 
in time to support their operations. The UN fumbled this one big time, they never 
have had any efficient military operations.” 

Dell Bailey leans forward and reminds them of their important morning 
appointment. He whispers, “Well, in an hour we can go pick up our key to the 
duplex. We may as well check out of the hotel today to save a few dollars over 
Yuan.” 

“Yeah, let’s do that,” the mayor chuckles, “everyone, let’s get our suitcases 
up to the front lobby, so maybe Stumpy can help us transport them over to the 
duplex with his Chinese-made golf-cart!” 

Harry and Hamilton, ready at a moment’s notice, quickly walk across the 
street to Stumpy’s real estate office. They are hoping he might be there a few 
minutes early. 

“Hey,” Stumpy greets them as they enter the walkway, “did you hear the 
news? We’re knocking the tar out of the Chinese occupiers!” 

“Yes, we heard ... our prayers have been answered. Miracle of miracles—I 
never expected such a driving show of force. We’re back in business!” Harry 
pipes. 

Stumpy ceremonially, and with a huge smile, hands them the keys to their 
new home. 

“Thank you, so much,” Harry affirms, “can you help us out, to get our luggage 
to the house?” 

Stumpy fires back, “Yeah - you got it, I’ll get the golf cart out and meet you 


back at the hotel.” 

Harry and Hamilton return to the hotel and grab their luggage, waiting only 
for a minute as Stumpy arrives in his golf cart limousine. “Hotel limo at your 
service,” Stumpy says, as they laugh together and climb into the covered cab. 

Back in Washington State, the main U.S. driving force through the 
Snoqualmie Pass is making headway into Seattle’s metro area with light tanks, 
destroying any armor that threatens of the Chinese occupation. Of which most of 
their tanks, stalling from thick volcanic ash infusions into their fresh air systems, 
become easy targets; the U.S. tanks simply blowing holes through them as they 
sit, stalled. The few Chinese tanks that do manage to rush the U.S. lines are met 
by the new U,S. light battle tank, the Cadillac Gage Stingray. 


This new tank is powered by a 535-horsepower diesel engine and carries a 
train-stopping 105mm cannon. One unique feature is its capability to travel ata 
top speed of 43 mph, having a range of up to 298 miles. In a pitched battle of an 
equal number of Norinco type 62 tanks, the Cadillac Gage is a strong opponent. 
Both sides deploy the light, quickly maneuverable tanks that are effective in 
mountainous terrain, instead of heavy battle tanks, which are used more for 
major land clashes between nations. Chinese tanks are picked off one-by-one, 
like balloons on a state fair dart board game, for they carry a simple 85mm main 
gun, but deadly accurate at close range. 

In one field of operation, three Chinese tanks are sitting in a group of trees 
and not visible for scrutiny: their cannons training on a line of U.S. tanks 


approaching. The first Chinese tank takes a dead shot. One U.S. tank is grazed 
on the right front fender above the track, amazingly not disabling it. The shell 
tears up the fender, blowing much of it off completely, the shell passing from 
front to rear.[31] Instantly, another U.S. tank scopes the heat imprint in the brush 
where the shell originated and takes a wild guess shot, striking the Chinese tank 
square, only one rabbit foot above the front turret. The shell tears through the 
front armored plating and rips the rear of the turret completely off, disabling the 
tank from any further movements. The U.S. tank then takes a second shot, now 
with a steady hand, and sends a shell directly through the main housing of the 
tank and blowing it into several pieces in a huge fireball. The rest of the U.S. 
tanks in this group quickly identify the other two Chinese tanks in the tree line. 
With Death Angel accuracy, they disable what’s left. However, just before the 
third tank becomes a pile of scrap metal, it, too, sends off a shell that penetrates 
a U.S. tank in its breastplate, incinerating every soldier inside. 

Like a bear with claws, the Northern Flank of the U.S. Army and militia, is 
coming down hard on any Chinese resistance to the west side of Stevens Pass, as 
the Southern Flank of the army moves north on Interstate 5 near Vancouver, 
taking advantage of a federal highway system built for this purpose, to defend 
the nation from invaders. They experience stiff resistance and are deploying their 
tank armor forward. The skies in this area are now clearing, so U.S. air support is 
called in to level the remaining Chinese armor. Within twenty minutes, the skies 
fill with diving U.S. F-15E Strike Eagles. Huge explosions rock the landscape 
from the precision missile strikes; the Chinese resistance begins to fall back 
toward Seattle; not knowing that the Snoqualmie Pass penetration has cut them 
off from supplies and reinforcements. By the conclusion of the day, this whole 
group of Chinese forces, caught in a pocket, begin to surrender or die. 

The U.S. general in charge of the middle penetration calls the militia leader 
on the radio, telling him, “Keep your reinforcements coming up the middle, we 
are now fighting two fronts, one toward Seattle, and containment of the Chinese 
troops caught between us and the southern penetration.” 

By the end of the day, the middle penetration takes the city of Seattle back. 
Chinese troop carriers back away out of the harbor, having to desert many of 
their men. The rest of the clean up operation is to the north toward Stevens Pass 
and the south toward Longview; thousands of Chinese troops are taken prisoner. 

“Well done,” the U.S. general compliments his top staff, “we have 
containment. We will meet tomorrow morning in downtown Seattle to plan our 
next move. We will have to move speedily to the south, to California, while our 
enemies’ allies are still off guard and not reenforcing. A pincer movement 
through the Oregon pass and another arm through Nevada, piercing through at 
Death Valley will capture most of Northern California—we’ll have a lot of militia 
there in that area that can help us, too. This is a secessionist area; the northern 
part of the state has always wanted to secede from California to create their own 


state of Jefferson. It will be an honor to rescue them from Mexican occupational 
forces.” 

The Adak home is a true place of relief and refuge to the Crane Lake team. 
Delia and the other ladies take rapid notes of what the basic needs are, finding 
many answers to these needs on a shopping trip to the local flea market—most of 
the merchants treating them as a royal family arrival. After many hours 
searching the local merchant offerings, the result is to lug heavy shopping bags 
back home. 

Delia remarks, “I'll take the beautiful silk sheets I discovered to make 
accenting curtains; also, we can make a shower curtain out of some tarp material 
I found in the hardware shop.” 

Susan Hendrilkut, smiling like she just caught a big fish, holds up a couple of 
trendy lamps for the living room. Grace primps some antique dinner plates and 
silverware that will more than cover the bases, while Fanny Shaw empties a 
couple of bags on the kitchen counter from a store that specialized in items 
under two bucks. She shows off packs of toilet paper, paper towels, soaps, lotions 
and shampoos. Zoe Wright is still lugging into the house her bargain, throw rugs 
for five dollars a piece, and she has four, two for each unit. 

Their first night in the duplex is humble, yet satisfying, for they now have a 
roof over their heads, while Doc Boyd filled in another void. He went to the 
grocery store and found some dried goods for cooking. He scored five pounds of 
rice and beans, along with ten pounds of fresh fish. 

“Fish is the best deal on the island, carrying no middleman pricing, for it is 
hauled in by the fishing boats, and within minutes is sold over ice at the market. 
We’ll find fresh ocean fish to be our best meal every night!” Doc updates. 

As they sit around the living room waiting for dinner in Unit 1, Hal Shepherd 
has a remarkable organizational idea. “Why don’t we designate Unit 2 for 
bedroom space only? So then, the den, the living area, and even the garage can 
all be remodeled into sleeping rooms—we can easily sleep eleven there! Unit 1 
has three bedrooms, so we'll use these for office space, while using the living 
area and den for our recreational purposes. Also, we can all meet for dinner in 
Unit 1. For beds, I noticed there were army cots for sale at the mall in the army 
surplus store. That is all we need, and they don’t take up too much space! We’ll 
get a cot for everyone who needs one tomorrow, with blankets and sheets.” 

The mayor jokes, “That’s why I hired Hal as the events coordinator, he’s got 
real ideas!” The rest of the city hall team agrees with chuckles. 

Judy shares a thought, “We should all take turns buying things for the house 
and the grocery items we need for our food shelf.” 

Doc Boyd agrees, “Yes, for now, we have plenty of money between all of us, 
I’ll make up a ledger and all of you can declare bank balances to me and I will 
pool them into a common fund. Then, I will be able to pick each day who should 
buy what. We’re all in this boat together, and this will be a fair way to get us all 


to take part; at least until we all agree that we are through this storm.” 

The next day, Hal and some of the ladies start out shopping for additional 
needed items for the house. Hal comments on their walk to the mall, “At least we 
don’t need any transportation, everything on this island is a pleasant walk.” 

Susan Hendrilkut responds, “I can use the exercise, maybe I'll trim down my 
waist to high school proportions.” 

Delia giggles a phrase, “There is a new curve just around the corner!” 

The operation went well in Washington State for the freedom fighters and the 
U.S. military. The general in charge, Cal Eliason, gives an order for his staff and 
other generals, officers and militia leaders, to assemble in the main meeting hall 
at the largest downtown Seattle hotel, where waiters, working like bees, serve 
breakfast to the exuberant gathering. The General eagerly stands like an icon to 
speak to the group of fearless leaders. 

He elaborates, “We captured over twelve-thousand Chinese prisoners, along 
with millions of tons of armor, tanks, guns and ammo; much of which is still stuck 
in convoys somewhere out there in the volcanic mud! The United States 
government thanks you all for your tireless efforts! We will leave a garrison of 
troops here in the Seattle area as we make our move south through the national 
forest areas of Oregon, and on into Northern California. Our main objective to 
dislodge the Mexican army, who have scooped up three of our states in their 
planned Reconquista, or an attempt to reclaim what they consider was once part 
of Mexico: California, New Mexico and Arizona. We will now move abruptly to 
catch them off guard, and to prevent them from gaining any reinforcements. I 
urge all of you to keep moving forward—non-stop—through this next sweep. That 
is, until we have obtained the objective of control over Northern California, 
hopefully within the first day. Then, we will speed south, punching through 
roadblocks and ambushes all the way to San Diego. Once California is under our 
control, we will amass our troops on the California-Arizona border for a tri-pincer 
movement across that state to take control of the three major cities, Phoenix, 
Tucson, and Mesa. We won’t stop though, we will push on through into New 
Mexico and take the main city, Santa Fe and then finally send out details to mop 
up any remaining Mexican troop movements, securing our border once again. 
Following control of these three states, we will then move on east. You will be 
given further orders then.” 

The room is silent; all that can be heard is the sound of the air-conditioning 
system. Speaking directly, the general orders, “This current operation, code 
named, Gold Claim, will resume thirty minutes following the conclusion of this 
meeting. The Southern Flank will move first, down Highway 97, toward Bend, 
Oregon, and following them, the middle penetration. Then, the Stevens Pass 
group down Interstate 5. We will leave 3,000 militia behind us to guard our back, 
they will become the Seattle area garrison. For uniformity, all militia will be 
given gray coalition pins to wear on their jackets. Godspeed gentlemen, it’s 


forward, forward, forward!” The General steps down to a brisk applause. He is 
seen shaking hands while exiting out the stage door, his staff following, to begin 
Operation Gold Claim. 

New ideas blossom with the exiles at Adak Island. Harry and Hamilton leave 
early to the mall to the makeshift, sit-down coffee shop set up for shoppers in the 
main concourse of the mall. Chairs and small tables made from utility wire 
spools, are set out along the central walkway, encouraging shoppers to get a cup 
of java and spend a few minutes in conversation or surf the net on the free Wi-Fi 
service. 

Here is where Hamilton and Harry now make their daily early morning coffee 
ritual, along with a hodgepodge of Alaskan natives. 

Hamilton shares a spontaneous thought, “Let’s do a tour of the town to see 
what other buildings might be useful ... you know, empty space that might be left 
over from the former naval operation. We know about the exercise hall, but I 
have noticed from a distance, other buildings that also look empty. We’ll go check 
it out this morning and see what possibilities may lie beneath the surface.” 

Harry agrees with a thoughtful nod. 

So after their first java, they depart on a fact-finding mission. Walking close 
to the old naval base, they spot a tall, vacant structure, clearly a former movie 
theater, with the ticket window at the front entrance. It sits mysteriously silent. 
Ghosts of the past shout out from the shadows. An old movie poster displays the 
last movie shown from a dusty window: Timeline. 

“This place gives me the quivers,” Harry admits above his male pride. 
Walking around the back of the building, they find the stage door invitingly open. 
He sticks his head into the open door and shouts inside, “Hello, is anyone there?” 

To their amazement, a familiar voice comes bouncing back from inside, 
“Yeah, I’m here, c’mon in.” 

Harry and Hamilton step in and find Stumpy with a couple of local Indian 
workers. 

“Hey, how’s the new house working out?” Stumpy inquires. 

Harry speaks with affirmation, “Good, we are very comfortable there, and 
being the only occupied house on the block, it’s nice not to have to deal with 
noisy neighbors—especially the type with twelve dogs and thirteen cats.” They 
all share a laugh. 

Hamilton pries, “What are you up to here?” 

Stumpy reveals, “Oh, just trying to get this old movie theater ready for a sale, 
in case anyone with a business mind ever sees the potential of owning it. You 
can’t sell too many movie tickets in a town that has only 400 residents, but it 
could be made into a meeting hall of some sort.” 

Harry probes, “Do you think it could be rented if someone has a positive 
business plan for its use?” 

“Oh, sure,” Stumpy shoots back, “I probably could arrange that with the 


Island Group; they’re the ones who have oversight on it. I would guess they 
would just like to get somebody using it, so we can preserve the property; it 
costs a great deal of money to upkeep a building this size, especially in the 
winter.” 

“Do you mind if we take a look around?” Hamilton asks. 

“Sure thing, go right ahead,” Stumpy says as he goes back to work cleaning 
the lobby carpeting with a carpet extractor. 

Hamilton and Harry walk down the hallway and into a 300-seat auditorium. 
“Wow,” Hamilton exclaims, “the seats are in excellent condition, and the building 
interior shows that it had only been used briefly before the naval station closed it 
down. Let’s peek in the offices at the front wing of the building.” 

Harry follows Hamilton down the hall to the administrative offices. “Hey! 
These offices are plush. I wouldn’t mind setting my computer up in here!” Harry 
daydreams. 

Hamilton wanders back into the main hallway and does an inspection of the 
public restrooms. After seeing past the doors, he announces, “Hey, Harry, these 
bathrooms are still new, super clean!” 

Harry, now in the main hallway, shouts over the noise of the carpet extractor 
to Stumpy, “We’ll let you know if we’re interested.” They wave and exit the 
building to talk. 

Being a safe distance away, Hamilton shares a thought, “You know, someone 
could use this building as a mission.” 

Harry looks back and adds, “Sure, a mission and maybe a multi-purpose 
building to rent for events ... let’s talk to the crew over dinner tonight of these 
possibilities. Who do you think among us could be a director?” 

Hamilton shares a thoughtful cognition, “Well, we could just start the mission 
as a Bible study and hope that someone might get a call to run the operation, or 
maybe someone could be invited here from the lower states to help us out?” 


oe 


Part Three: Liberty’s Last Moments Written in The Tables of 
Time 

Following the fire from heaven, one sixth of the Russian army remaining, 
stands defiantly; old Gog and Magog, slowly turning by a hook in his jaws, 
obediently moving back north to the Fatherland. This, trailing some of the defiant 
Russian army advancing into Israel through the Golan Heights and filling the 
ancient valley of Megiddo. They are given introduction to the God of Israel; his 
judgment - fire burning them alive as they stand on their feet; their eyes melting 
out of their heads, as the prophet Zechariah prophesied millennia before. 

Following the carnage, Israel’s ministry of health sets about to clean up the 


annihilation, devoting months hauling out tons of scrap metal from guns and 
tanks and armored vehicles. As they do this, the health ministry employees place 
red flags next to any corpse they find, to be picked up later by bio-trained 
morticians; carefully removing the bodies to a crematorium to be reduced to ash. 
And the final resting place in a cavern, deep underneath a mountain, the bodies 
placed into bio-safe concrete containers. Later, Moscow licks its agonizing 
wounds, launching a public relations blitz, and accusing Israel of deploying 
nuclear weapons—even though Israel did not release any atomic warheads. “This 
was,” as Israel’s foreign minister rebuts, “an act of God!” 

The United Nations, however, is convinced of different possibilities of what 
happened and who to pin it on. The UN secretary-general, Blaise Florenta, places 
a call to the Russian president’s secretary. He states, “This is UNPL666, Blaise 
Florenta.” The call is immediately cleared by the secret code known only by UN 
members. UNPL666, is forwarded immediately to the Russian head of state, 
President Sergei Suslov. 

The UN secretary-general, UNPL666, explains the UN’s position to the 
Russian president, “This was clearly an act of terror against the Russian army ... 
we will find out who sent this weapon into the air that destroyed over a hundred 
thousand of your soldiers. None of the satellites indicate any missile activity from 
Israel at the time of release, but perhaps a new, modern delivery system may 
have been used that we don’t have any knowledge of? Israel often invents new 
delivery systems and then delivers it during a major conflict to shock us with 
their superior technology. They have done this in the past as they partnered with 
the U.S. on certain military projects.” 

The Russian president informs, “I doubt that ve vill perform any 
peacekeeping missions in the Middle East any time soon, a bluty nose is jus that, 
a bluty mess!” 

The Secretary-General comforts him with,“I know you are feeling bad about 
what just happened, I assure you we will find out what delivery system was used 
for this fire that fell from the sky. It’s probably some kind of gas released 
surreptitiously into the air, perhaps by hidden pipes underground. I hope this 
unfortunate setback won’t discourage you from continuing your peacekeeping 
operations in North America.” 

The Russian president assures him, “No, ve will continue our planz there, as 
ve can use the valuable mineral resources of the Midwest, here in our industries 
at home. Ve vill soon push into North Dakota to claim zee shale oil fieltz.” 

Blaise slowly mollifies him, “Fine, you will be greatly rewarded there for your 
time and efforts. Maybe you would like some prime property for personal use ... 
perhaps a couple-thousand acres to build a second home on. Minnesota has many 
beautiful lake estates.” 

“T voodent mient havingk a home on Crane Lake, so I could schlip into 
Canatian vaters occasionly to do za vfishing. They have zee Large Mouthz Bass, I 


enjoy szo much,” the Russian president finalizes. 

U.S. troops under the command of General Cal Eliason, are moving south into 
Oregon, as the Southern Flank first heads east on Interstate 84, then south on 
Hwy 97; through Central Oregon toward Bend, Oregon, and on to Klamath Falls. 
The main punch of the force, including the militia group, in a direct pincer 
movement south on Interstate 5, pass through Western Oregon to penetrate the 
California border, plowing into a high concentration of Mexican troops. One 
advantage they have, is an armada of naval vessels and submarines, which have 
taken position east from Pearl Harbor. These are around thirty of the U.S.’s finest 
vessels, including several destroyers, an aircraft carrier, a high-tech 
communications vessel, missile cruisers, several battleships, and numerous 
patrol vessels needed for inland port acquisitions. 

As the I-5 pincer group organizes a concentration a mile into California’s 
border, they meet heavy artillery fire. A communication is sent promptly to the 
U.S. naval support now at the station off the coast. A repository of missiles light 
the skies above the Mexican army, with precision jet strikes following, from the 
aircraft carrier. There is little Mexican air support, and the few that came forth 
became target practice by the superior U.S. warplanes. The U.S. concentration 
held position just a mile inside the California border for a rapid assault as soon 
as the Southern Flank running through Central Oregon put their first steps into 
on Klamath Falls. From this vantage point, the Southern Flank can approach as 
reinforcements to the I-5 group, as they approach south on Highway 97. Here 
the Southern Flank force becomes a great divide, as half of the force penetrates 
south into Northern California reinforcing the I-5 group, while the other half 
makes its way along Nevada’s western border and enters California at Death 
Valley to cut off a Mexican army retreat into Southern California. 

General Eliason sends out a directive to the Southern Flank general: before 
the UN takeover, bird flu has spread across Southern California. Teams from the 
CDC are still in the area, so as soon as you start taking control of communities 
south of Bakersfield, you will need to coordinate the quarantine of citizens 
affected. Troops need to be cautious to wear vinyl gloves and face masks when 
arresting any agitators or Mexican troops who surrender! 

The assault into California, as preplanned, is on schedule to start. As soon as 
he saw the last column of troops enter the city limits of Klamath Falls, the 
Southern Flank general sends out a confirmation to General Eliason: we are 
assembling at point A, and ready to move forward following some re-fueling. 
Should be ready to divide and move forward at 1700 hours. He also sends out a 
command to his officers: at 1700 hours, all Southern Flank personnel shall move 
forward into California and Nevada. Shortly following 1700 hours, General 
Eliason sends out his command to all forces: Operation Sovereign America, 
advance forward - crush all resistance! 

Over dinner at the new home, the Crane Lake team listens with intensity, the 


discovery of Hamilton and Harry, as they share with enthusiasm the potential use 
of the movie theater. 

Hamilton points out, “Isn’t it amazing that we came here from Minnesota, not 
expecting anything except a place of refuge, and instead discover that there 
could be a greater mission on this island. I mean, the only church here is a 
historic landmark. Here we may have an opportunity that could benefit the whole 
population of the island - this island can use a mission. Many of us were raised 
with the church being a weekly visit and know how fellowship support had a 
positive influence on our lives. I just cannot imagine living on an island with no 
formal ministry nearby. I mean, we, too, can benefit from a local mission, while 
we are here. You know, a mission is where everyone on the island can share their 
surplus with those in need, and frankly, we’re all in need too.” 

Harry adds a thought, “It could be possible to rent the facility at a low 
introductory rate, to see if we can get enough people involved before the rent is 
raised to its regular rate. Some rental companies offer a free first-month’s rent to 
get you settled in. We could ask Stumpy if he would offer us a grace, maybe three 
months!” 

Susan Hendrilkut cuts in, “It would be nice to have a mission with some kind 
of regular teaching service, but who can lead the service?” 

Dell Bailey offers, “At our gospel fellowship back in Minnesota, we had a 
mission with a Bible study. We can just offer Bible studies for people to enjoy, all 
you would need is a Bible study leader, as no formal training is needed. Then as 
the mission grows, we can appoint a director, for all it takes is someone with a 
gift of administration.” 

“That’s a great idea!” Hal Shepherd confirms, “We can just start daily 
teachings from the book of Acts, explaining each verse to the people, and with a 
nursery for mothers with children. Another fine thing would be to serve hot food 
with coffee, cakes and cookies.” 

Doc Boyd adds another item, “I always toyed with the idea of taking food and 
clothing donations and starting a distribution center. Like one morning every 
week, have a room set aside where people can come and select a bag full of 
clothing or food donations that they can take home!” 

Hamilton agrees, “Yes, that has got to be part of our focus; a distribution 
center to the poor can be a real asset for the whole island, for that is what they 
did in the book of Acts. The early church ministered to each other’s needs. It 
does look like we have an agreement amongst those present here today. If there 
is no other question, then, Harry and I can go over to Stumpy’s office tomorrow 
afternoon and see if he will make it easy for us to rent it for the first quarter.” 

They all laugh with joy in agreement, including high-fives. 

Delia King then shares from the heart, “You know what I like about this ... I 
believe it will give us something positive to do, as we can all be working at 
something greater together, and it could supply some of our own needs too!” 


The discussion on the island mission went non-stop into the late evening 
hours. In truth, with all the discussion, several of them could not sleep, and most 
couldn’t wait to hear if Stumpy would help them get into the building so they 
could all get busy building this amazing vision. 

“Hey, what are we going to call it?” the mayor quips around the breakfast 
table the next morning. 

Officer Congdon, seeing an opportunity to plant a seed says, “Let’s call it, the 
Wind of Heaven Mission; the farthest mission to the west of Anchorage!” 

As missiles fall on Mexican troops, U.S. forces and their militia allies begin to 
advance into Northern California’s high country terrain; resistance showing to 
be only futile on the part of the deficiently trained Mexican troops, whose 
organization of battle lines starts shifting back and forth. Following thirty 
minutes of hammering by U.S. forces, their shifting turns to a rout and surrender. 
The only real damage they manage to inflict on advancing U.S. columns is their 
shoulder-fire anti-tank missiles, which were effective in destroying a dozen U.S. 
tanks. The thin armor of the U.S. light tank is no match for penetrating missiles, 
creating black billowing smoke clouds from the burning tank carcasses, with 
tank crews instantly cremated in the flaming explosions. Columns of Mexican 
troops held in reserve find their only safety is heading south toward Bakersfield. 
However, not in their plans, is the Nevada arm of the U.S. Southern Flank which 
just penetrated Eastern California’s border near Death Valley and is in the 
process of setting up roadblocks near Bakersfield to frustrate any successful 
retreat. Much of the Mexican resistance is to be sent to a concentration camp, to 
be later traded with Mexico for political favors. One item of note is a directive by 
the U.S. top brass, to treat all prisoners with dignity; far unlike the treatment 
prisoners were given in World War Two by Nazi Germany. In whose case, 
prisoners were forced on long marches, starved, and deprived of water and other 
hygiene needs, or not given shelter at all; to be left out in open fields in frigid, 
cold weather resulting in their deaths. General Eliason, already thinking of his 
next move to take the rest of the country back from the damning clutches of the 
UN, writes a brief summary to his staff: another mess in Southern California will 
be the bird flu containment. We will have to seal the border for now, until we can 
get guarantees from the CDC that the virus is under control. In addition to that, 
the Navy, despite the bird flu threat, is sending patrol boats into Southern 
California ports to reclaim millions of tons of U.S. naval assets. Within two days, 
California will once again be reclaimed for the Union! The staff cheer as they 
read this encouraging news. 

Hamilton and Harry make it over to Stumpy’s office just as he is placing the 
open sign in the window. Stumpy relates, “I was hoping I would see you guys 
today! Something happened just after you left the movie theater yesterday; an 
islander came by asking if anyone had rented the building? He was of the 
opinion, that the island could use a mission. He said he would be willing to help 


if anyone decided to start one in the building.” 

Harry and Hamilton just stood silent for a moment, then smiling from ear-to- 
ear, Harry says, “We can probably help him with that, Stumpy. The members of 
our group met over dinner last night and coincidentally, that was the topic of our 
discussion! We will need to select a director, but we are interested in renting the 
building to get the framework set to start an island mission. We have other plans 
too, like housing a food and clothing shelf for the islanders.” 

As soon as the last word left Harry’s lips, Stumpy’s hands rise excitedly in the 
air with an exclamation,“You got it! That’s a home run! Come by in a couple 
days, and I’ll have the rental terms drawn up. I'll have to clear it all with the 
Island Group, but don’t worry ... this movie theater building has been unoccupied 
for over a decade - they will be just thrilled that somebody has found a use for it. 
I will try to get you the first three-month’s rent cycle for free, utilities included! 
If you want to get busy cleaning or anything before then, I’ll open it up.” 

Hamilton cheers, “That is great, that’ll be perfect! We’ll go back and get 
some of our team and meet you over there in about an hour. Some of them would 
like to see it, anyway.” 

Stumpy slowly probes, “Have you thought of a name for it yet?” 

Harry and Hamilton look at each other and laugh. “Yes, Stumpy, we have an 
original island name,” Harry confirms. 

Stumpy stands still for a second in deep thought and says, “Well, this is the 
land where the wind blows, isn’t God’s Spirit a wind?” 

Hamilton shoots back with a pointed finger, “That’s it ... you got it; we’re 
calling it: Wind of Heaven Mission.” 

As Mexican troops continue to retreat southward, as the U.S. Southern 
Flank’s penetration of the Eastern California border in the Death Valley region 
blocks the way. Moving with speed, the U.S. columns and militia groups flow 
continuously west toward Bakersfield to intercept them. 

“This is a vital blockade, as we will stop them from escaping into Arizona. 
Once we have a containment, we will place them in regional concentration 
camps and then move immediately eastward into Arizona to continue our 
campaign to reclaim America from the UN,” the Southern Flank commanding 
general shares with the militia commander, Benjamin Broughner. 

As they speak, the V shaped wing of a secret F-35 Lightning fighter jet breaks 
the clouds overhead to blast away at the retreating Mexican columns; a baker’s 
dozen arriving from Mountain Home Air Force Base specifically for this part of 
the campaign. These jets are packing enough firepower to cripple the Mexican 
army in its tracks. 

“Just one low altitude sweep, releasing their payloads, gives our soldiers 
enough time to get in position as we block all the major thoroughfares in 
Bakersfield going south,” the Southern Flank general discloses. 

Roaring engines of the F-35s scrape the skies as they come into view to the 


Mexican army, who flee the roadways for safety, abandoning a caravan of troop 
carriers. The F-35s come in low and open a canister of destruction on the 
Mexican columns, with smoke, fire, and shockwaves filling the air. After one 
pass, the Mexican armor columns erupt in billowing clouds of black smoke. The 
Lightnings continue their terror up the twenty-mile-long armor-column of steel, 
with fleeing soldiers to confirm precise detonations, leaving a scene of burning 
Shells. The Lightnings making a final pass to obliterate anything left moving, 
followed by sonic booms as they return to the Mountain Home airbase. 

“Smashing! Well done, what a display of modern firepower!” General Eliason 
excitedly exclaims over his radio to the signal operator. He jests, “Tell them to 
lock and load as we enter Arizona.” 

As the sound of jets fade into the horizon, another top secret mission is taking 
place on the waterways. A new patrol boat is seen entering San Francisco’s 
harbor, the new LCS 1 Lateral Combat Ship, or an aluminum hulled, shallow 
water jet boat. A striking ship, only a hundred meters long, and it only draws 
fourteen feet of water! The flight deck is four times the size of a destroyer and 
has two high-velocity 30-millimeter cannons on board, computer controlled. Also, 
it carries a payload of other top secret munitions, and can travel at speeds in 
excess of 40 mph![32] 

These high-speed combat ships suddenly make their way into all of 
California’s ports. The main mission is to locate any U.S. Navy military property 
and seize it! As the LCS 1, the Duluth, skims into the bay city harbor, it spots a 
U.S. naval destroyer. Guarding it is an armada of small Mexican patrol boats. The 
Duluth opens fire on the first Mexican vessel with its computer guided cannon, 
slicing them in half with a precision shot. The 30-millimeter cannon blows 
through the small vessel’s thin hull, connecting with a fuel tank, releasing a huge 
fireball that rocks the harbor. Caught by surprise, the other three Mexican patrol 
vessels begin maneuvers to rush the Duluth, their cannons ablaze. The Duluth 
opens an inferno of fire with computer radar accuracy—slam goes another 
connecting shot, piercing the control cabin of one Mexican vessel, and rendering 
it disabled. Then again, boom, boom, cracks the Duluth’s two cannons 
simultaneously, leaving only the burning wreckage of the third Mexican vessel. 
Following the action, with the Duluth up alongside the U.S. naval destroyer, a 
contingency of soldiers rappel the side of the ship with mechanical ascending 
devices, and once on deck, are met by showers of small arms fire. They shoot 
their way into the ship’s superstructure, and within a half an hour the ship is 
secure, with over a dozen prisoners taken. The Duluth will stay with the 
destroyer until the naval armada to the north can send down a team of officers 
and sailors to take charge and sail her. Later, the Duluth will be sent off to San 
Diego, the location of much of the Navy’s West Coast hardware, and a few ships 
still docked securely in the harbor. 

A naval Admiral confirms to the Commander of the Duluth, “We are sending 


an officer team to you by helicopter to take charge of the claimed vessel. As soon 
as they arrive on deck, resume Operation Scrap Metal to claim the rest of our 
vessels in the San Diego Harbor.” 

Wind of Heaven Mission will have its grand opening on the upcoming 
weekend. Some of the Crane Lake group had already placed posters at the mall, 
and some other key locations around town: the laundry, the gas station, 
community center, and city hall. The ladies skillfully made up a generous potluck 
to serve after the Bible study service, complete with beans wrapped in tortillas 
with fresh greens. There is not a big menu, as only staples can be found on the 
island at fair prices. 

“Hopefully, we’ll get some help from some of the new people, as they can 
make future contributions to our mission’s love feasts,” Delia projects to the 
future. 

It is touted on the posters as a simple Sunday morning Bible study with 
discussion: bring your Bible and a canned food offering or clothing to give to the 
poor. Enjoy a free meal following the service, a poster read. Susan Hendrilkut 
was to lead the Bible study, and Officer Branca would help with the discussion 
part of it, his once having attended a seminary. 

“T am a bit rusty on my presentation, but hey, this is Adak Island!” Officer 
Branca theorizes. 

Stumpy utters to officer Branca as he stealthily enters the rear entrance, 
“The islanders are already lining up out front as if this is still a movie theater, 
expecting a blockbuster film, but the truth is, this is the biggest event transpiring 
on Adak Island since they built the mall.” 

The ushers carefully swing the front doors open on time at 10 a.m. as curious 
islanders, following the usher’s guidance, take every chair in the 300-seat- 
capacity auditorium. Stumpy, on observing the phenomena, speedily sends a text 
to the Island Group on his phone, “Good news. The Crane Lake team is here to 
stay — it’s a full house!” 

As the service begins, Dell is operating the media board, playing worship 
videos with the words on screen for the people to follow and sing along to. 

Following the worship, Harry steps up on the stage to make the general 
announcements, “Thank you so much for attending our opening service, as we’re 
planning on having regular weekly meetings here; we’re a bit informal today, but 
soon to be led by a mission director which our group will appoint. But until then, 
we will all study the Bible this morning in a sort of informal Bible study led by 
Susan Hendrilkut. Oh yes, stick around after the study for a potluck meal, which 
will be done after every service. We believe in having fellowship, and the best 
fellowship is to have a meal together. For future services, and this is not 
mandatory, but you are all encouraged to participate in bringing a dish or dessert 
to contribute your cooking expertise to our future potlucks. I am confident that 
we have some of the finest chefs in the Aleutian Islands sitting in our midst. Now 


please get out your Bibles as we start the Bible study together. Ah, you may feel 
free to ask any questions as Susan shares her commentaries on the Word of God. 
Susan tells me that she will first give a background introduction on her topic 
material she brings to you this morning.” 

Susan enters from stage right, placing her materials on a small, handmade 
podium the ushers have set up. “Good morning everyone, if you could turn to 
John 3:8 ... the apostle John writes,” 

The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but 
canst not tell whence it cometh, and wither it goeth: so is everyone that is born 
of the Spirit.[33] 

“So, then, what does it mean to be born of the Spirit? Mankind has struggled 
with this question in the major religions throughout history. Some religions go 
the way of works; some say only the church can save you! Some have some 
mystical forums you participate in, including the burning of incense or the 
smoking of peyote. We can get a little help from the verse proceeding this one. 
John writes,” 

That which is born of the flesh is flesh; and that which is born of the Spirit is 
spirit.[34] 

“This could mean that some programs and initiatives in the church today are 
born of the flesh, which can lead people into deep bondage to religion. But there 
is a difference between faith, and deep faith born of the Spirit and—religion. 
Most religion leads to Spiritual bondage. For example, a religious idol is 
something some cultures spend a great deal of time and money keeping 
prominent in the public eye, but it is only an object, as it can’t help you or save 
you. Now, this is an open Bible study discussion, so is there anyone in the 
audience who has a comment on our question from the first verse, what does it 
mean to be born of the Spirit?” It was quiet for a brief time, but Susan stood still, 
waiting for at least one person to break the ice and become part of the 
discussion. 

One man stood up and Susan gave approval with a grin as he began, “Well, I 
guess it means that you have had an experience with the Holy Ghost. I mean, you 
see the light and decide to follow.” 

Susan agrees enthusiastically saying, “Yes, I think you are alluding to the 
third verse of the chapter where John says,” 

Except a man be born again, he cannot see the kingdom of God.[35] 

“So, with all the church programs that go on in the flesh sometimes, the 
bottom line is having a Spiritual experience where you are born again, or as the 
original Greek language indicates: to be born from above. Verse five gives John’s 
key to being born again,” 

Except a man be born of the water and of the Spirit, he cannot enter the 
kingdom of God.[36] 

“The highlight of this passage points out, then, to be born of the Spirit ... who 


can elaborate on this for us?” Several hands rise in the air and a lively discussion 
begins. Everyone with a desire has a chance to share, and following the 
discussion, Susan makes an important announcement, “We are serving a potluck- 
style meal so, please, everyone ... go to the fellowship hall and enjoy a delicious 
array of local foods, and let’s have some fellowship together the way they did in 
the early church—they served a meal after every service calling it a love feast. 
They knew that only true fellowship occurs when we share a meal together.” 

The attendees willingly took Susan’s suggestion and merged over to the 
fellowship hall for a wonderful meal, and by the time the last person left the 
mission, it was three o’clock in the afternoon. The highlight, they left enough 
donated canned food and clothing to start the charity shelf for the poor. That 
evening, around the dinner table, the Crane Lake group begins discussing a day 
to open the charity shelf. Fanny Shaw and Zoe Wright volunteer to run the 
charity shelf on Thursday mornings from nine until noon. 

Fanny announces, “We’ll make up a poster for the food shelf and post it at the 
mall and on the front of the mission. We’ll need a room in the mission to get it all 
set up by Thursday.” 

Doc Boyd, the former finance director, who the Crane Lake group had just 
appointed as the mission’s treasurer, shares a suggestion to the new charity shelf 
volunteers, “I noticed that our mission offering box setup in the hallway reaped 
in enough harvest money to help out with money needed for shelving for the 
donated food products. Also, we brought in enough cash in one day to pay half of 
the building rent and utilities for the mission! I’ll go with the two of you 
tomorrow if you want to make the purchases to make your opening day a huge 
success. We’ll put out a donation box in the mission, too, so you can start your 
own cash account ledger.” 

Zoe with exuberance states, “This is more exciting than when we were doing 
our City jobs at Crane Lake. I always wanted to work with the poor, but I couldn’t 
get away from the grind of nine-to-five. Maybe God brought us all here to be 
mission workers on this far away island.” 

After dinner, the team watches a home movie on Hamilton’s large laptop 
screen in their new, comfortable living room. Adak Island had a positive addition 
to their community today with the food shelf, and the team all knew that they 
were playing a part in bringing a future and a hope to an otherwise isolated 
island people. 

The next day, Doc Boyd and the charity shelf leaders saunter over to the mall, 
where Doc sees an opportunity blossom before him. One of the businesses there 
had been closed for a time and Doc notices a couple of aisles of empty shelving, 
while Fanny and Zoe hang up a few posters announcing their food shelf opener. 
Doc takes the initiative to talk to the mall management. They put him in contact 
by phone with the previous business owner; he inquires about the shelving left 
behind, “Yes, we’re opening a food and clothing shelf at the old movie theater 


and are interested in the shelving you left behind when you moved out of your 
mall space.” 

A stern woman’s voice asks to talk to the mall manager; Doc nervously hands 
his phone over to him. Doc can hear the summary of the conversation—“Go 
ahead and let them in our old space and take the shelving, sounds like a good 
idea for the island.” 

Doc and the mall manager walk down to the vacant space; passing by Zoe 
and Fanny, he comments, “We got it, but let’s get Stumpy to help, as there is a 
lot of stuff here.” 

The manager opens the heavy screen grate and lets them get a better look at 
the shelving. Doc comments, “Looks in pretty good condition; I’ll run down the 
block and get Stumpy and his big golf cart to carry it away.” 

Fanny suggests, “See if he has something handy we can borrow to dismantle 
the frames.” 

In record time, Doc Returns with Stumpy, and after muscling the bulk of the 
shelving down to the mission, something new appears on the sidewalk at the side 
door, charity donations had been left overnight in black plastic bags with 
clothing and other small household items and appliances. 

“Wow,” Fanny exclaims, “the little angels are bringing supplies in fast, we 
better get the shelving up and ready!” She carries a shelf into the designated 
room and begins to set it up. 

About that time Stumpy drops in saying, “Hey, you’re going to need a lot 
more shelving than that ... let me check out my garage; I may have some lying 
around.” 

Stumpy is gone for a half-hour and returns with a couple of eight-foot-long 
self-supporting metal shelves. He offers, “These will give you enough space for 
the opener; I’ll ask around if my friends have more they can give.” 

“Thank you, Stumpy,” Zoe replies, “on this side will be the women’s clothing 
and over there in the corner is for the men. We can put appliances on a table that 
Doc Boyd said he would go pick up. Hey Stumpy, can you take Doc over to the 
mall with your golf cart to pick up the table?” 

Stumpy acknowledges, “Surely — no problem, are you ready to go, Doc?” 

Doc nods affirmative and they depart. 

Fanny and Zoe spend the rest of the afternoon assembling the shelving 
frames and sorting through all the donated items, they find places for them on 
their first aisle of shelving. Stumpy and Doc return in a half-hour with an eight- 
foot table and begin to set up all the donated appliances on it. Word spreads 
suddenly through the city about the free charity shelf, as curious people drive by 
to say “hi” and see how things are progressing. 

Fanny and Zoe make some new friends and hear all their stories ... one man 
reveals, “I go out on the fishing boats, but some of the work is only seasonal; I 
sometimes don’t have enough money to buy a cup of coffee at the mall. Last 


Sunday’s meal at the mission was my first real meal in a month ... thank you for 
being here!” Their stories will contribute to the discussion for some time at 
nightly dinners at the team’s residence on Bering Sea Boulevard about the local 
conditions of the poor. 

With expectations, the local island community came Thursday, filling the 
parking lot to capacity at the grand opening of the food and clothing shelf; some 
even brought more donations. By noon, people were still in the store so Fanny 
and Zoe, deciding it was fruitless to try to close for the day, extend by demand 
the operating hours to be 9-3 p.m., instead of the planned 9-12. They also gave a 
call home for extra staff to help with all the folding and sorting; Delia and Alicia 
George were at service to help a short time later. 

Zoe spots Alicia as she enters the door and says, “The charity room is only 
large enough to handle eight people at a time, not including staff. Some people 
take their time taking clothing for the whole family, which is fine, as we are here 
to help, whatever the client’s needs.” Then Zoe begins to take a mental head 
count and discovers they are helping around fifteen clients an hour. 

She gives an update to the staff, “We need to limit the food donations if we 
are to have enough for everyone in the parking lot—just one plastic shopping bag 
of canned goods per client.” 

With the last client leaving the store at 3:45 p.m., Fanny turns the lock, as 
people still come by and inspect the business hours sign in the window. Fanny 
and the rest of the staff walk out the back door in amazement. At home that 
evening with the rest of the Crane Lake group, Fanny and Zoe give an update on 
the outpouring of clientele at the charity shelf. 

“We had more people than we could handle for the first two hours after 
opening, then it was just a steady stream all the way to three o’clock! Fanny and 
I were exhausted by the time Delia and Alicia came at noon. Oh, by the way, 
thank you, Delia, for making us lunch, we were so hungry,” Zoe praises her. 

“Wow, that was quite an opener,” Harry chimes, “I wonder if we need to open 
two days a week, like maybe make it Tuesday and Thursday, what do you think?” 

Fanny responds, “Sure, why not, I mean, I used to pull a forty-hour week for 
the government. What does Zoe think?” 

Zoe takes another sip of her tea and nods in the affirmative. Suddenly she 
responds, “I’ll make up a new poster and place it up at the mall announcing that 
we’ll be open on Thursdays, too starting next week—as long as we have the 
clientele, let’s serve the need! The mission members on Sunday supplied all the 
canned food we’ll need for the week, and the community is bringing a good deal 
of donations and dropping them off. Let’s just keep the blessings flowing. Who 
knows, maybe in the future we may supply other communities with charitable 
goods.” 

The mayor adds,“I would like to compliment the charity shelf team by saying, 
well done! I would also like to say that Susan did a wonderful job delivering the 


Bible study last Sunday morning. I think everyone that came got a good deal of 
information. The rest of us men will go down to the mission tomorrow and clean 
everything so that we can all rest on Saturday—the early church rested on 
Saturdays, you know.” 

All nod in agreement, as Hamilton offers a new suggestion, “I think we should 
keep the mission Bible study going on Sunday morning permanently. Once we 
get a director, we should also have one on Wednesday night and have another on 
Friday mornings. The reason I am suggesting Friday morning is that there is 
another crowd of housewives and night shift workers who could be served at an 
hour that is convenient for them. As far as directors go, you know that we have a 
trained seminarian among us who possibly could foot the bill. Officer Branca 
studied to be a minister before he became a police officer.” 

All eyes looked over to Officer Branca. “Yup, that’s right, I have most of the 
training done, and I was just a few class hours short of a degree when I joined up 
with the police academy. A friend helped me get into the academy—I didn’t want 
to miss the opportunity. I always meant to go back and finish seminary, but my 
police career took off, and it didn’t materialize. I suppose I could probably finish 
coursework over the internet; I can check to see if the school I was attending has 
an internet offering,” Branca concludes. 

The mayor continues, “I suppose you could start out as the mission director 
here and make arrangements through your college to finish, and you may be able 
to get school credit while working here as our director, and under a school 
sponsored internship program. All we need to do is set up a mission board for 
this to be official! Let’s take a vote right now to make Officer Branca our mission 
director in training, and he can start getting all his ducks in a row with his 
college to be officially sanctioned! All hands up for Max Branca as our Official 
mission director....” 

Everyone raises their hands and laughs out loud. 

Max pipes in, “Thank you, everyone, as I always wanted to do something like 
this ... serving at Wind of Heaven Mission will be a pleasure, isn’t God 
awesome?” 

With the Southern Flank of the U.S. army blocking off the roadways south, 
the two other main columns of General Eliason’s force, descending from the 
north, bags up stragglers and deserters of the retreating Mexican Army. 
Thousands are marching off to a main internment camp being set up near 
Bakersfield. As soon as the two U.S. forces meet, or in about twelve hours, 
another high-level meeting will be held to coordinate the liberation of Arizona 
and New Mexico. Mexican authorities are frantically calling for reinforcements in 
these two states, knowing that what they are dealing with is a futile attempt to 
hold a huge area of desert in the face of a predictable, organized power. 
American jets are already patrolling the skies, keeping air superiority for the 
ground attack, and peppering Mexican strongholds with rocket fire. The U.S. 


naval armada, at the same moment, is mopping up the bay at San Francisco; they 
will divide their forces and send the balance down to San Diego to claim back 
from Mexico’s occupation the bulk of the U.S. Pacific naval fleet’s docking area, 
and a major naval base of operations. 

“Just another day or two, and we will have control of all the Pacific waters on 
the West Coast,” the Rear Admiral announces to General Eliason. 

“Let us know when you would like air support over Arizona, for we can send 
thirty of our best F-35 pilots who will wreak havoc on the Mexican 
concentrations!” 

Eliason confirms, “Yes, we can use air support, ah, can we get some help 
from Mountain Home Base and Denver, too?” 

Tanks and armor of the Northern Flank now blitzkrieg into Bakersfield, and 
behind them long columns of militia, some being left along the way to serve 
garrison duty at key military installations. Sitting two hundred miles west of the 
California coast is a silent armada of Chinese naval vessels, waiting for orders, or 
a word to move ahead from the UN secretary-general and the naval base at 
Zhanjiang. 

Later in the evening as the rear-guard militia members are entering 
Bakersfield, California, General Eliason calls the meeting of all the U.S. forces 
and militia leaders at the main hotel, Hotel LaCroix, in the empty downtown 
district. 

A full meal is on order for all the staff and many rugged looking soldiers, 
some visibly showing battle fatigue and torn clothing, enter, while collapsing 
with tall drinks in hand on cushion chairs, as they are pampered by a civilian 
army of waiters wearing classy food service uniforms—the waitresses donning 
French maid hats. Wine bottles appear on tables, only to disappear in tall glasses 
by eager attendees. As the weary soldiers satisfy their hungry stomachs for a 
well-deserved service to their country, the militia commander Benjamin 
Broughner is first to speak at the podium. 

He speaks frankly, “We are still strong, for we have shaken the enemy, and 
we will take the rest of our country back from the UN! We are placing militia 
troops on garrison duty at many key military installations across the state of 
California. I have good news, as we penetrate new areas, thousands of new 
militia troops are joining our ranks, so we are growing in number. And, as we 
move toward Arizona and New Mexico, more militia reinforcements will join us. 
But, as a bonus when we enter Texas, we will have thousands more eager militia 
ready to join us at that border! Godspeed and full steam ahead!” 

The militia leader steps down and General Eliason takes center stage. He 
briefs, “Gentlemen, we will soon have control of all the Pacific waters lapping at 
America’s West Coast. There is a Chinese presence out at international waters. 
But they fear our own armada. Further, we presently have air superiority over 
California, Oregon and Washington and are working on keeping it over the skies 


of Arizona and New Mexico. We still have a large area to wrest from the hands of 
Mexico south of us, all the way to San Diego, but our intelligence reports show 
us that any resistance will soon crumble. Starting tomorrow morning 0400 hours, 
it’s off to Los Angeles, and then to San Diego. Iam hoping we can mop up the 
rest of Southern California within two to three days. As U.S. forces take 
prisoners, militia units will immediately take them off your hands and truck them 
north to the Bakersfield concentration camp. So, keep moving, and, when we get 
to San Diego, we will have another meeting like this where you can rest ina 
luxury hotel with all the perks. You'll have eighteen hours; then we will begin our 
push into Arizona. As George Washington gave an example, we will pray to the 
God of Heaven for continued success from his hand of providence, of which has 
already been with us along the way. The acts of God in Washington State, the 
volcanoes, started our momentum in defeating the Chinese; this also gave us the 
confidence to tangle with the Mexicans in California. Once we have them out of 
our country, we will face-off with the Russians in the Midwest and Florida, and 
our former ally Great Britain on the East Coast. Remember, we have a huge 
surprise for the Russians, so stay tuned.” 

The soldiers, all raising their hats, cheer as General Eliason leaves the stage 
—many of the men esteeming him as one would esteem a Roman god. Eliason 
immediately leaves word for his staff on sending this message to the Rear 
Admiral: Send a dozen F-35 Lightning stealth fighters from the aircraft carrier 
down the trail to scramble the Mexican columns of tanks and armored vehicles 
as we begin operations at 0400 hours. Tell him to order a rapid strike at 0345 
hours. We will follow and mop up anything left on the highways. 

Following the 0345 F-35 air assault, Mexican army troops only hold a face- 
saving stand for an hour before they are ordered to retreat, becoming a run for 
your lives last ditch effort! U.S. troops and militia bring to the surface their 
efficient grab and bag operation moving forward. Mexican troops hear terse 
orders across the lines to “drop your weapons” in their own language, blaring 
out of loudspeakers from U.S. tanks and armored vehicles. This is a grace 
offering by the U.S. force, as they see clearly that there is no real strength or 
organization in the Mexican resistance. 

“Let’s shout them down and bag em’ up!” A U.S. colonel orders his staff, “If 
we can get them to surrender, we can save bullets and blood.” 

General Eliason, after he hears of this order, commends the colonel in an 
astute message sent from his desk. Good call, I hope Arizona and New Mexico 
will react the same. With these kinds of conditions, with a collapsing Mexican 
resistance, and open highways all the way to Los Angeles, our army and allies 
will be on schedule, the day after next, for their meeting in San Diego. Boldly, the 
sun rises over the Sierra Nevada range, and it is a new day in Southern 
California. The citizenry peeks out of their hiding places, following the Mexican 
army not closing the screen door behind them, evacuating the towns and cities in 


a route. Los Angeles will create a maze-like environment for urban cat and 
mouse fighting for U.S. troops. Helicopter patrols will lessen search time greatly, 
as they can pinpoint Mexican platoon movements visually by day, and with the 
use of infrared by night, directing U.S. troops specifically to certain 
neighborhood locations. 

As U.S. forces move into the sprawling suburbs of Los Angeles, some 
assistance is being provided by private homeowners greeting U.S. troops along 
the roadways, effectively reporting where Mexican soldiers are hiding in nearby 
houses. A bystander shouts, “Go get the bastards, all they did was poop and 
urinate all over our lawns!” U.S. troops simply shoot canisters of mace gas into 
the hideouts and bag up the prisoners for the militia trucks following them 
through neighborhoods nearby. To keep the momentum going, the militia 
commander orders 1,500 militia on garrison duty to patrol the streets and 
villages, until all Mexican troops can be captured. 

How it appears to citizens — a colorful array of pick-up trucks of all sizes and 
conditions, slowly inspecting side streets and alleyways for any kind of 
movements. In some cases, the smaller trucks can drive right across a lawn to 
speed up a chase. U.S. tank columns begin passing through downtown LA for an 
unexpected celebration of citizens cheering in a parade not seen since the 
Second World War. America is healing its deep wound, and the citizens are 
jubilant — it’s like the 4th of July! As a column of militia troops carefully patrol 
one neighborhood, jubilant citizens bring out cheese and wine offerings for the 
passing patrols; they are laughing and carrying-on like children, happy to be 
delivered. “Weeks of tension is releasing from the air — it’s pure joy!” One happy 
citizen says to a U.S. soldier. 

South of Los Angeles, it becomes a different story, for although citizens are 
joyous of being liberated, the bird flu is still present, and troops are under a no- 
contact order. The method is to keep troops on the roads, while boxing in 
quarantined neighborhoods, where no Mexican soldiers are present there! CDC 
officials work with the military to get supplies to the quarantine areas once 
again. The cities of San Clemente and Santa Anna are still under quarantine and 
needed federal food supplies are brought into their area for distribution. 
Mexican authorities had done little to nothing except to ruthlessly hold the 
quarantine borders in place. They sent in food supplies, but only in the form of 
UN dry goods and putrid water. CDC officials are satisfied to have U.S. control 
over these cities again. 

“How soon can we get emergency supplies flown in from Mountain Home 
Base?” One CDC official questions one of General Eliason’s staff. 

He responds, “As soon as our troops open the army airport here at Riverside, 
you can get anything you want, as long as we have air superiority over 
California. Opening the airport may take a couple more days to be safe, in my 
estimation.” 


The staff person confirms, “I will text you as soon as the Riverside Airport 
opens again for flight deliveries.” 

The welcome rumble of U.S. tanks on the outskirts of San Diego turns the 
citizenry to celebration mode, as they are not under quarantine. With the first 
tanks rolling down main street in the downtown area, citizens standing on curbs 
cheer and wave American flags. Mexican troops that are left, escape like 
lemmings across the border, just south of the city. U.S. troops are allowing them 
to exit if they don’t turn back. General Eliason’s staff takes up office immediately 
at the main downtown hotel, Hotel Beau. Booking all available rooms for his 
staff, other generals and allied leaders of the militia; the ballroom is reserved, for 
a sit-down dinner meeting at 1830 hours for the general staff. Entertainment is 
on board with the world’s best soprano, Phebe Lamphear. Troops entering the 
San Diego city limits, assemble in large parking lot areas, as staff officers and 
generals donning flags on their vehicles, make their way into the Hotel Beau. 
Dinner is served by waiters carrying large trays of steaming-hot food promptly at 
1800 hours; Phoebe’s soprano music fills the air; officers gorge themselves, 
savoring a well-deserved full-course meal; this time steak and eggs, with side 
orders of potatoes, french fries and a full array of drink items. After an hour of 
dining and socializing, the general in charge, Cal Eliason, steps like an 
overcoming figure into the lectern. 

He remarks, “Well done — we kept the schedule, and even surprised the 
Mexicans on how hastily we could bag up their unorganized, retreating army. We 
lost a few hundred compatriots, but we ruined them, and sent ten thousand of 
their troops into the concentration camp at Bakersfield—the rest are still 
scattering for the southern border—they blew a hole right through the wall! Now 
that we have reached our objective, you can relax your divisions for eighteen 
hours. At noon tomorrow, we’ll check out of this hotel and head east to assemble 
forces right on the Arizona border. I will order air strikes to commence at 1700 
hours tomorrow, for by that time we will be penetrating the Arizona border. The 
Air Force and Navy jets will open the roadways and our armor will runa 
blitzkrieg through two states. Arizona and New Mexico. You are ordered to blow 
the enemy to smithereens any chance you get, as it is vital now that we punch 
through to get into Texas as soon as we can. Take few prisoners, this is a spear 
operation. There is something we need to get to in Texas that will ensure our 
victory over the Russians to the east, so we need to get there and claim that 
objective; Texas is still in the Union. This overall plan is on a need-to-know basis, 
and you will be informed of it as soon as we assemble again on the other side of 
the Texas, New Mexico border. So, it’s a blitzkrieg, move fast, move forward — 
no stopping until we meet our objective!” The room is silent and then suddenly 
fills with a hardy applause. The General bows slightly and exits the stage — he is 
immediately surrounded by inquisitive officers. 

Sunday came with expectancy for the Crane Lake team, with the mission’s 


door opening at ten o’clock sharp, and islanders filing into the sanctuary with 
jubilance. Adak islanders had not had any official spiritual meeting hall since the 
U.S. naval base pulled out; inhabitants now content they have a place to socialize 
and grow together. It is different from just drinking coffee over at the mall, for 
there is spiritual fellowship here, and people are happy again. Here they can 
support each other, not only with the charity shelf, but also by sharing their daily 
life stories, in an atmosphere of prayer and acceptance. It is a new day of hope 
on Adak Island, for the mission breaks the boredom of day to day life for 
everyone, by offering a family home for many who had been disconnected from 
God for many years. Now they are members of a new family — the family of God 
— members of His kingdom on earth. For some from broken families, the mission 
offers a new support base to help them heal past wounds. Some may also find a 
place to volunteer, breaking up the monotony of predictable island life. Here, 
they can spend hours of work with a meaning, contributing something eternal to 
their community. For others, the mission will become a new connection to the 
world, possibly sending charity workers to other islands in their region, 
expanding their mission’s outreach. As soon as members begin to catch the 
vision that in God’s kingdom there are no borders, many will be able to see 
beyond their small island, living the bigger picture. This mission is just 
beginning, but already has potential beyond the imagination, and partly because 
islanders begin to understand that God sends ... yes, He will send. And they, 
according to his will, can go forth! With all this potential in the air, the morning 
service is electric as Hamilton takes the stage to address the congregation. 

Enthusiastically he shares, “Welcome, everyone. We are so excited to see all 
the new faces ... I hope you all have a wonderful time worshiping and celebrating 
our freedom in the Lord. Our charity shelf will be now open on Tuesdays and 
Thursdays to accommodate the overwhelming response from the local 
community. We served over 150 people last Thursday on the charity store’s 
opening day and had to call in extra staff to assist. We kept the doors open until 
after 3 p.m. to service all that came. If any of you would like to volunteer at the 
charity shelf, or in any other capacity at our mission, please see Skip Bussey at 
the close of the service. He’s the guy in the back row with the worn-out cowboy 
hat.” Everyone turns and chuckles. 

Hamilton continues, “We would also like to announce that we now have a 
mission director in training ... Officer Max Branca, can you rise?” Max stands 
and does a half-bow. 

He continues, “Max, a former Crane Lake police officer, is taking the role as 
mission director starting in about three weeks. He needs a little time to get his 
office organized and get some sermons polished up, as well as work on his 
administrative certification with the online college he is connected to. So, all say 
hi to Max at the close of the service, for he’ll be happy to meet all of you. Oh yes, 
Delia just reminded me by a hand signal that we have a potluck after the service, 


so y'all make sure you stay, OK? Let’s have some worship music.” 

As Hamilton, exits the stage, the media master starts to run worship videos 
on the big-screen TV for everyone to sing to. As that is going on, Susan 
Hendrilkut is preparing her Bible study presentation. She will take them on a 
journey through the Word of God, helping them all to connect to heaven. The 
potluck following the service is extraordinary, one family bringing fresh ocean 
fish, caught early that morning. As the service closes, they volunteer to start 
barbecuing it on a homemade grill they brought with them, made from slicing in 
half a fifty-gallon drum with wire mesh over the top. 

“The fish is fantastic, they can share their outdoor barbecue with us any time 
they want,” Dell Bailey quips. 

“They brought enough fish to feed the whole congregation of eighty-five 
people,” Officer Congdon confirms. 

“That’s what makes this mission so much fun, people just step up to the plate, 
so to speak,” the mayor puns, “my wife says I am sounding more like a believer 
every day; it’s easy to believe when the food is so good!” Those who overhear his 
conversation laugh out loud. 

A long and arduous process for Israel’s government is to decontaminate the 
mess left by the Russian advance into their country. 

Israel’s top general, Moshe Cohen, speaks to the Prime Minister, “We have 
front-end loaders and dump trucks lined up for a mile at the valley of Megiddo, 
so we can haul this mountain of scrap metal and wood out after we sort it. The 
hand-carried weapons alone are being collected in long piles. We have wood from 
trailers and wagons; metal from tanks and armored vehicles, and we have mine 
sweeping teams with heavy equipment to retrieve the unexploded shells that are 
scattered everywhere. Providentially, they did not have time before the fire fell 
from the sky, to plant too many mines. We estimate that it will take several years 
to clean up this whole mess of waste, as entire square miles are literally covered 
in scrap. There are a couple recycling companies who have agreed to help us 
with the processing but are becoming overwhelmed by sheer tonnage. Presently, 
we have one twenty-acre plot clear of wreckage, after filling over fifty trucks. 
Our government needs to rent a couple of large ships to send this material to 
another country that has larger recycling capabilities. Can you get someone to 
set this up with haste?” 

The Prime Minister nods and agrees, “I’m on it — It’ll be set up by the end of 
the week.” 

As General Moshe stands erect on a high mesa overlooking the valley, all he 
sees is burned out wreckage, and they are still trying to figure out what to do 
with the mass of tangled bodies, some of which are half-burned. Clouds of 
seagulls swoop down upon them, dining on the putrid flesh. Israeli soldiers 
carefully walk the battlefield with instructions to place a small yellow flag- 
marker by each corpse. 


“They will be collected by professional people from the Health Ministry, 
either to be burned in piles or buried in trenches,” General Moshe informs one of 
his staff, “as soon as we hear back from the Health Minister, we’ll start whatever 
process they recommend — hopefully, it will be one of swiftness.” 

Natural explosions pierce the silence in Washington State, loud enough to 
shatter windows anywhere within thirty miles of Mt. Baker; one shockwave 
shaking tall buildings in Seattle’s downtown, causing militia troops to take pause 
while patrolling the streets, as the county and city governments organize a 
massive cleanup operation. Large front-end loaders and smaller shovels work 
harmoniously together to get the main streets clear of over a foot of volcanic ash. 
Seattle is a city of frequent misty-moisture, and as the skies drop the mountain 
ash — they combine — turning streets into an impassable slurry that makes 
driving comparable to curling on a skating rink. Homeowners are up on 
housetops, trying to push the milky ash off their shingles with large brooms or 
shovels; with the milky mix being so slippery, this is almost an impossible task. 

The militia commander is heard speaking to his communication team over his 
radio, “Keep an eye out for any further movements at sea for Chinese troop 
vessels, they may try a second push.” 

His officer in charge of communications responds, “Sir, with Mt. Baker still 
erupting, they would be crazy to try an attempt now. But once things start to 
calm down, they may do the Carpe Diem they preach about in the war training 
books and Seize the Day. Before that happens, though, you should send out an 
official request to the militia leaders in Idaho and Montana and the West to send 
in more reinforcements. Another five thousand troops would ensure some long 
term security so we can hold Washington until regular military can be sent back 
to support us.” 

“Good, good suggestion, I’ll send out the request as soon as I clear it with 
General Eliason,” the militia commander Benjamin Broughner returns. 

Further south in San Diego, the first supplies are starting to arrive for the 
CDC at the Army air strip in Riverside. Container trucks loaded by Army troops 
with relief and medical supplies are sent immediately to shopping center parking 
lots in the quarantined cities of San Clemente and Santa Ana. In other cities in 
the area which are not under quarantine, their city governments begin to 
function once again; the good citizens walking out in public for the first time 
since the UN invasion. 

“We move at 1200 hours,” General Eliason blurts into his shoulder strap radio 
to his main communication center—“send out the word! Tell the officers in 
charge to get everyone moving toward Arizona on I-8, we’ll assemble again at 
Casa Grande, Arizona. The order is to crush any resistance, capture prisoners, 
and keep moving. Prisoners are to be given over to the militia groups for 
transport to the concentration camp to be set up at Casa Grande after we 
assemble there. Next order after that: surround the city of Phoenix and take it!” 


“Yes, sir!” A staff officer confirms over the radio. As tanks and armored 
vehicles move east along Interstate 8, another smaller force moves north on 
Route 85 to pass over to Phoenix on Interstate 10—a classic pincer movement. 
This force will block the city exits going west, north, and east until the main 
force arrives from the south to blast through the center, taking all the main 
streets immediately. The Mexicans have a large force in Phoenix, after taking the 
city as a strategic prize, and hoping from there to control the whole state. But 
what they did not count on, was the total air superiority by the U.S. Air Force. 
General Eliason’s communications staff just sent out a request for immediate air 
cover, especially over Phoenix and Casa Grande. Immediately, over thirty F-35s 
were in the air from a U.S. aircraft carrier moored in San Diego’s harbor—the 
planes traveling off the carrier at Mach-one to hit key Mexican military targets in 
Phoenix and on the Interstates. 

One fighter pilot is heard talking over his radio, “That’s it, I have a lock on, 
and missile is deployed!” He is silent for two seconds, then shouts, “Confirming - 
direct hit! Mexican Central Command at Phoenix now in flames.” 

A shockwave rolls swiftly, along with a huge fireball, at a shopping center on 
the south end of the city. More F-35s locate key targets, as one drops low right 
into an assembly area for tanks and armored vehicles. 

The pilot announces, “Yup, we just strafed them with napalm; just like 
extinguishing an ant farm with bug spray!” 

As the main U.S. force passes Route 85 and the smaller force traverses north 
to claim the cities escape exits, a group of F-85 fighter jets fly directly overhead, 
scraping the air and making a loud report with their engines. As the F-85s near 
the Arizona border strafe ahead of the main U.S. forces, they deploy missiles 
straight through the Mexican roadblock creating colossal fireballs, several tanks 
exploding right in their supersonic orbit. 

“Roadway is clear to Casa Grande,” one pilot radios in. He continues, “I-8 
clear of armor. Northern Flank Echo Force will need a front-end loader in the 
lead, for there will be a lot of debris to clear off the roadway. All clear for Echo 
Force into Phoenix ... we sent them sailing. I saw one armored vehicle go 
completely airborne.” 

The Mexican Air Force did make one attempt to ward off the advancing 
troops, but closing in on the U.S. fighter squadron, U.S. Air Force fighters 
intercept them in a momentous dogfight; the Mexican vintage F-5 jet fighters 
bare no match for the sophisticated U.S. F-35s, which can turn on a dime—their 
high-tech maneuverability the outcome of over a billion dollars in secret research 
funding. U.S. fighters, equipped with sensitive radar, identify enemy zeros on 
their screens before they can be a combat threat to the travelling column of U.S. 
troops. Air-to-air AIM-9 Sidewinder missiles streak forward from the screeching 
F-35s, blowing several Mexican F-5s into raining fire and shrapnel. A couple of F- 
os fly through the initial missile launch, but are on a suicide mission, as the 


dogfight becomes nothing more than a training exercise for U.S. fighter pilots. 

One U.S. pilot excitedly reports, “Launching Sidewinder one—contact made— 
what a hit!” Another U.S. pilot exclaims, “This one’s for Texas! Ye haw!” after he 
effectively tailed an enemy zero and sent a missile right up its blazing hot rear 
engine. 

The community of Adak is an oasis of safety way out in the middle of the 
Pacific Ocean on the southern side of an island bearing its name, which borders 
the Bering Sea to the north. For many decades, fishing was the major industry; 
later came the shipping traffic between the U.S. and Asia, which brought large 
vessels into the harbor. Adak became a safe-harbor port from the storms of the 
Bering Sea, as well as a refueling station for merchant shipping. The island’s 
future will soon change with Hamilton and Harry appearing on the scene. This 
fine morning, they are at the coffee lounge in Adak’s mall; the subject, possible 
potential use of the island should they all decide to make a permanent residence. 

Harry shares, “I think this island has some viability as a retreat center. I did 
some online research and found a lot of retreats scattered all over the Pacific 
Northwest. If you have a lot of natural beauty in your area and your location is 
somewhat isolated from the rat race of society, you can set up a signpost, build a 
small facility, and advertise your plot of ground as a retreat center to the world. 
Adak has a great deal of natural beauty and is incredibly isolated—over a 
thousand miles out in the Bering Sea from Anchorage. It stays mild here all 
winter, and the summer temperatures are pleasantly cool. With all the large 
buildings left over from the naval air station days, these can be remodeled and 
used for business purposes. For instance, the City has already preserved the 
community center, complete with a swimming pool! Other usable buildings sit 
empty which can be purchased one by one, without fear of competition, until we 
have a complete retreat campus. We can use Dell’s architecture experience to 
draw up plans, and then we can see if the City of Adak will help us with financing 
and financial incentives to get the project up and running. They will also have 
state or federal contacts, since these buildings were part of a former naval 
base.... Hey, why don’t we and Dell attend the next city council meeting here and 
start sharing our vision for Adak’s future with the mayor and other council 
members. They may have an interest, as a retreat center can bring in tax 
revenues through hotel and restaurant activity, as well as airline traffic at the 
airport.” 

“But what type of retreat center are we thinking about?” Hamilton quizzes. 

Harry leans closer to Hamilton with a whisper, “A spiritual retreat center. 
This island will be perfect—it’s a thousand miles from the nearest big city, and 
totally isolated from mankind’s busyness, with usable buildings all over the 
island that can be made into retreat opportunities.” 

Hamilton smiles and takes a big slug of coffee. He relates, “Great ideas, let’s 
see when the council meets, we’ll sit in on the next meeting; our street mission 


was an overnight success, so maybe they will listen to our next plan!” 

The city council meeting of the City of Adak starts a few minutes late as they 
wait for one unpunctual counselor to make their official quorum, with only a half- 
dozen people in attendance. Harry, Hamilton, and Dell sit patiently, while three 
city officials wait anxiously to give updates from their departments. After the 
quorum of officials becomes present — a total of six now seated - the mayor 
officially starts the meeting, ordering the minutes to be read by the city clerk. 
The mayor laments about decreasing tax revenues, asking other council 
members to respond with new ideas on how to increase them. The room goes 
silent, only the buzz of roaming flies diving for food scraps left over from a 
previous meeting that day in the council’s multipurpose room, which served a 
motherlode of sugar cookies with coffee. With no response, the mayor sheepishly 
looks to the attenders and asks if there is any public response to lost revenues. 

Hamilton looks at Harry and Dell for a facial recognition response, in which 
they find visual agreement. Hamilton slowly stands and walks over to the center 
podium. Leaning into a provided microphone, he begins to share the Crane Lake 
group’s vision. 

“We are interested in sharing with the city a proposal for a spiritual retreat 
center here on the island. The retreat center will continue the vision of our Wind 
of Heaven Mission. We are interested in utilizing some of the existing buildings 
on the island, which are left over from the naval air station. We will refurbish 
them to make them into usable educational, foodservice, recreational and 
commercial uses. We would like to purchase at least one of the newer buildings 
as soon as possible. One of the members of our group has an architectural 
license and is willing to draw up some plans that we can share with your code 
department manager. We also would like to use the community center for some 
activities, like meeting and recreational use, until we can get everything for our 
retreat center built. If it is possible to use the community center immediately, we 
can begin operations of the retreat center within two months, after we get our 
licensing and permitting complete with you and the state. Once our retreat 
center is operational, we will no longer need use of your community center. In 
fact, the whole situation will be reversed, where citizens of the city can use 
rooms in our center by reservation. Currently, we operate out of our mission’s 
building for our office space and large meeting usage. With the council’s 
approval tonight, we can begin moving forward immediately to plan and get 
financial help with incentives ... hopefully from you, the state, and the federal 
government.” 

“Wow,” the mayor exclaims, “you have given us a great deal to consider! Ah, 
personally, I will confirm that this sounds like an excellent proposal, but of 
course we’ll need to have our city code department look over your written plans. 
What do some of the other councillors think? This could be the answer to fix our 
decreasing tax revenues.” 


He looks across the half-circle of seated councillors, most with looks of 
amazement, as nothing like this had ever come to their attention since the mall 
was proposed and built, many years since. With much caution, one councilor 
speaks up, “I like the idea, but need to see it on paper, so I suggest they draw up 
the plans - a five-year business plan with drawings. We’ll meet again here in two 
weeks, so if you can have it to us before the meeting, then we can look at 
everything and be ready to vote.” He looks curiously to the other council 
members. 

Another says, “I second the motion.” The others say, “Aye.” 

Harry, Hamilton and Dell relax back in their seats for the rest of the meeting, 
where council members talk mainly of road improvements. The meeting 
adjourned and they rise to shake hands, making instant friends with the 
councillors. One councilor particularly is most friendly, Milton Alling, “Your 
mission is in my district, let me know how I can help in any way, we definitely 
need the revenue from it for the city, and I may be of assistance in 
communicating your needs to the city leaders. I can share with the others that 
are in the downtown business district. I would be happy to go out for coffee or 
meet with you at your mission office. Here is my business card, so let us set up a 
lunch date.” The bold proposal by Hamilton, spurred many private smoke-filled- 
room sessions on the island, surely the talk of the town. 

It is not long before U.S. troops reach Casa Grande, assembling in the main 
shopping center parking lot. While overhead, U.S. jets patrol the horizon, 
sending out sonic booms as they chase down any Mexican-bird offenders. Also 
rocking the ground as they dive, while blasting away at slow moving ground 
targets. 

“The way is all clear for Golf Foxtrot (ground forces) to make their way north 
into Phoenix — we will continue to monitor Mexican military ground movements. 
Next, we’ll begin our scouting of the Phoenix area for any open ground targets,” 
the air commander speaks over his radio to ground base. 

Following a two-hour-long fuel stop, the first armored units off the pumps 
begin moving slowly north along I-10, as the Northern Flank is claiming all the 
exits on the three sides of the city. Once the Southern Flank, the main 
contingency of the ground forces reaches the Santan Freeway, they send a force 
around the bypass highways to complete the circling of the city, while the rest of 
the force penetrates right up the middle. 

“We have some resistance from snipers, so give a heads-up to all forces 
presently moving north; bring up our special ops teams by helicopter to 
apprehend any of these pockets of resistance,” a U.S. colonel radios in to the 
communications center. 

Within just three minutes, army helicopters can be seen patrolling both sides 
of the roadway for sniper nests, “Roger that, we see the one to the east, we’re 
locked on it,” a helicopter pilot radios. 


Suddenly, there is a white streak from a shoulder-launch rocket connecting to 
the breast of the helicopter. The rocket drives via onboard tracking to its 
precision target, and it vaporizes the helicopter with a bright white flash. 
Wreckage falls with smoke trails to the ground. The full column is now forming 
as it moves north, armored vehicles to complete fueling are immediately joining 
the long procession. Overhead, helicopters zigzag to-and-fro looking for more 
sniper and rocket installations. 

“Jeepers, I see a rocket launch site, c’mon guys, lock on!” A pilot warns. 

Within seconds, a SAM (surface-to-air missile) rocket blows out of its tube 
and makes a rapid advance toward the helicopter, connecting with the center 
rotor. The helicopter suddenly falls like a rock from the sky and eclipses into a 
huge ball of flame as it strikes the earth, just a hundred yards from the column. 
Another helicopter spots the launch location, locks on and releases a massive 
burst from its 20-millimeter cannon. A huge cloud of dust rises as the high 
caliber bullets by the dozens pepper the rocket launch site. A hellfire missile 
then finishes off the perpetrator with a huge fireball, as other munitions present 
explode violently and rock the valley with a series of shockwaves. 

What U.S. troops are not planning on as they advance up Interstate 10, is an 
organized attack from the Mexican Army as they near the first Phoenix 
exchange, the Santan Highway. Fooling U.S. air reconnaissance, Mexican 
artillery and tanks embed in camouflage in and around this city entrance. They 
are ready for a scrape and intend a show of force to stop the American advance. 
Mexican troops, hiding away in a nearby warehouse, are 8,000 strong. They are 
well-fed on captured food from scavenging local supermarkets—they are locked 
and loaded. The first U.S. tanks and armor slowly roll into the Santan exchange, 
where intense shell fire uncoils on them. 

“Incoming,” shouts a tank commander, “open targets ahead at two o’clock 

“Copy that,” another tank commander returns. 

U.S. communications personnel monitoring the channel pass the word on to 
General Eliason, “Enemy artillery fire, tank formations and troops ahead - 
friendlies engaging.” General Eliason gets out his satellite map on his iPod and 
starts to study the surrounding urban terrain. 

To his commanding officers, he immediately shouts orders,“Get the men 
ready, we’re in for a long afternoon. Artillery, tanks and infantry are present at 
the Santan exchange. Organize into a line on the overpass; send as much fire 
down on their positions as will dictate; move troops forward when you have a 
strong presence and resistance from their artillery has slowed.” 

The U.S. column spreads out along the highway exchange, as the main battle 
tanks ride up the sides of the embankments to occupy high positions over the 
Mexican lines. U.S. air presence brightly becomes known with napalm dropping 
like Greek fire from F-35 jets; also, Apache helicopters circle and pepper 
Mexican ground positions with deadly cannon fire. Stubbornly, eight-thousand 
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Mexican ground troops begin their move forward but are held down by U.S. 
Apache helicopters. They suspend forward movement behind a three-foot brick 
fenceline. U.S. ground forces begin to move forward, engaging these positions 
for about a half-hour; heavy fire from both sides afflicts the air. A new high-tech 
weapon the U.S. introduces is an advanced robot called Chip the Trooper; it 
resembles a box-like mule on twin tracks, with a .50 caliber rifle mounted in its 
chest cavity. It has sensitive sight and radar and can transport at 30 mph if 
necessary. Promptly and with precision, a half dozen of these penetrate the 
Mexican infantry line, and a huge mélée ensues, sending Mexican troops flying in 
every direction, a free-for-all to escape the deadly fire. Down the Mexican center 
is a twelve-foot wide sidewalk - a direct route into their domain. Without 
warning, three robots whiz forward with a whirr; straight through this 
unprotected gap; the first robot through, taking out targets like an expert ina 
balloon popping contest—all accurate headshots—a spot-on sniper on wheels! 

“Holy chili peppers, ... what the ‘H’ is that!” A Mexican general shouts, “That 
rolling box is shooting us to shreds! It hits anything that moves with a deadly 
accuracy—try using grenades on it.” 

Several Mexican soldiers attempt to obey the order, worming close enough to 
toss a grenade; they, too, join Chip’s state fair jamboree and are cut down—the 
50 caliber bullets streaming from the robot, explode their skulls, resembling 
watermelons dropping from the tailgate of a farm truck. 

The uncontrolled mayhem continues, until the Mexican general orders a tank 
forward to blast away at the little Red-Hot Chili Peppers. Amidst the confusion, 
the whole frontline of the Mexican army in that sector has to withdraw from the 
highway exchange area, as the little robots whiz around the approaching tank 
like a child playing with a remote control race car, and still peppering the 
retreating soldiers with a deadly, accurate fire. 

“It is now Army strategy to use these machines to create confusion during the 
initial stages of a battle. They are extremely effective in throwing enemy 
frontlines off balance and into a terrifying state of confusion—they even shoot in 
the dark! We have to use them sparingly because of their cost, but just a few of 
them can change the scope of a battle in the beginning stages, as we have 
witnessed here,” a U.S. Army commander shares with his sergeant; “these 
machines are formidable in that they have no fear, they simply move forward into 
position and fire with impending accuracy!” 

From the air, U.S. fighter jets and helicopters continue knocking holes into 
the Mexican strongholds, causing the disorganized Mexican troops to retreat 
even further ... first to the rear in small groups; then in a mad rush as U.S. tanks 
move forward. Shadowing the main body of U.S. forces are remaining armor, 
artillery, and infantry in cadence, side-by-side. 

“We punched through,” General Eliason said to his commanding officers. He 
then orders, “Take our original plan and send our Eastern Flank along the 


bypass highway, while the main ground force pushes up from the south toward 
the middle of town.” 

As this next initiative progresses, Mexican troops begin to surrender, rather 
than be shot; now aware from their own communication center reports, You are 
divided and surrounded. U.S. forces put even more pressure on. By early 
evening, U.S. troops are in complete control of the city of Phoenix, having taken 
six thousand Mexican prisoners, with two thousand Mexicans soldiers dead. 

General Eliason calls for a meeting of his commanding officers to the main 
hotel in downtown Phoenix, the Lonely Desert Inn: Send out the word, we meet 
tonight for dinner at 2000 hours at the Lonely Desert Inn. Oh, yes, reserve rooms 
for all the official staff there, too! We’re going to have an awards dinner to wine 
and dine and promote a few men for their accomplishments to get them ready for 
the next leg of the operation—taking the rest of Arizona and New Mexico back 
from old Montezuma! 

Militia forces begin to do their excellent job of patrolling the city streets, 
while U.S. forces hold the perimeter positions around the city, allowing all the 
officers and generals to assemble at the downtown hotel. A full-course dinner of 
Beef Stroganoff with wine and soft drinks is served by busy waitresses dressed in 
black and white uniforms. There is an excitement in the air, as the officers are 
aware that victory is in sight, with Texas being just a day or two away. After some 
socializing, the militia commander Benjamin Broughner stands in the podium 
and greets the room of exuberant soldiers. 

He proclaims, “Hallelujah! Phoenix is once again under U.S. control, and you 
made that a reality. 1am happy to report that we have law and order in the city, 
and militia are still rounding up Mexican troops who have hid themselves away 
for some urban, guerilla warfare; not knowing, the extensive training some of my 
leaders received when they were serving in Iraq after the Gulf wars. We’ll just 
keep up our patrols and gather up the rest of the guerilla groups to send them off 
to the concentration camp. More good news ... Texas militia leaders report a 
huge swelling of recruits now joining forces with us. Once we get there, we can 
add another seven thousand to our ranks to oust the Russians and British. I have 
reports that militias are already resisting the British in a big way in the East 
Coast mountainous areas. They are effectively cutting off their long supply lines, 
as the British tried to expand their hold across Pennsylvania, West Virginia and 
Virginia. Militias are practicing old hit-and-run tactics with precision. This will 
keep the British from getting a stranglehold on the East Coast anywhere inland. 
Dealing with the Russians is another issue, and I will reserve that time for 
General Eliason of the U.S. Armed Forces to address you.” He nods toward 
General Eliason and yields the platform. 

General Eliason steps up amidst an exuberant applause, “Evening, gentlemen 
and our fearless ladies of the Armed Forces. Thank you, again, for a hugely 
successful operation into Arizona. We didn’t expect such hot resistance as we 


entered Phoenix, but thanks to the air support and a couple of fine robots, we 
blew a hole right through it. I might add, those new robots are extreme, wow! 
What a mass of confusion on the enemy lines when they were deployed. That was 
unexpected and a great teaching lesson; we’ll order a few more of those. Now we 
come to our next move on the chess board, which should be obvious ... the 
claiming of Arizona and New Mexico for the Union. On paper, we have it made. 
In fact, we may just send out militia patrols statewide as the rest of our main 
ground force moves on to Texas. I am ordering the loading of everything on 
trains presently to move the whole force as sudden as we can to Texas. I will 
brief all the commanders at 0500 tomorrow morning on this probable advance— 
you'll get the skinny then. Our destination will be a specific city in Texas. This 
part of the operation is top secret, and on a need-to-know basis, so you won’t be 
given the city of destination’s name until your troops are on the train. At any 
rate, all commanders of U.S. forces and militia should be ready to travel or move 
forward at 0500 hours.” 

The general leaves the stage, immediately calling his staff to gather at his 
table. He orders them to “get ahold of the main rail office; tell them we need all 
available trains ready to load at 0600 hours. Report back on how many box or 
flat cars are available.” 

The general’s staff, like robots, goes into motion, sending out couriers to 
track down the people in charge of the local rail traffic. Within a few minutes, the 
couriers are standing inside the main train terminal offices. One lieutenant 
makes a request to a secretary, “Can we talk to the person in charge of all of 
your rail traffic in the area?” 

The lady at the counter, deeply impressed by his professional demeanor, 
walks hastily into an office directly behind her. She carefully probes, “Ah, excuse 
me, Duke ... we have some people here from the Army ... they would like to 
speak with you.” 

The manager follows her up to the front desk. He mumbles, “What can I help 
you with?” 

The lieutenant hands him an envelope with the military’s request for: all 
available, coach, sleeper, box cars, flatcars, and train engines to provide 
locomotive power to the assembled trains. Also, in need is an assembly area for 
all the tanks and armor and personnel to load from. Have this request fulfilled by 
0600 hours. This by order of Commanding General Eliason. 

The manager reads the brief memo and quivers nervously. He exhales as he 
submits, “I’ll call the military’s communications office as soon as we are able to 
assemble the trains. Ah, this will take us all night to get this request met, we will 
need to retrieve rail cars from surrounding towns—I’ll get busy on it right away! 
Tell your colonel we’ll try to have the trains at the redoubt area by 0600 hours as 
requested.” He smiles and adds, “For my old alma mater, the U.S. Army, I’ll work 
some miracles!” 


Faithful to his calling, the lieutenant calls back to the communications center 
and reports his findings, “Colonel, sir, we have a confirmation from the manager 
of the rail terminal that rail service will be assembled and delivered by 0600 
hours. He will report to you, sir, as soon as he has the trains ready ... sir.” 

0500 comes swiftly for the U.S. forces; a long train is pulling into the loading 
area, and the general’s orders are certain: Notice to all commanders: assemble 
troops and all armored vehicles at the rail redoubt on the western end of 
Phoenix. Call the communications center for exact coordinates. Be ready to load 
onto box and flatcars, starting with D Company. Your destination will be 
Galveston, Texas; offload there to the general parking areas in the downtown 
area. We will be departing from Galveston as soon as the train unloads there. 
Militia leaders are to notify Texas militia to assemble at Galveston Beach. Be 
ready to move as soon as all militias assemble. All available officers and 
commanders will be briefed as we travel in coach to our destination, with the 
remainder of staff at Galveston. 

Back in Crane Lake, Minnesota, Russian officials eye the reports of U.S. troop 
victories on the West Coast. They begin to speculate that their next target could 
be the Russian occupational forces in Minnesota. 

With his nerves on end, Russian general Boris Brodsky orders his 
communications chief, “Vee must have reinforcements from the fatherland. Now 
that the U.S. military is on the move, vee must make sure we hold Florta and 
Mintezota. There are too many rich minerals in both states; the Ironz of Nortern 
Mintezota; the rich soilz and phostphates of Florita. Ve can defendt Florita vith 
air strikes from our baze en Cu-ba, but up here in zé nort, vee’are sitting ducks 
— unless vee can get more troops! Call Moscow and let them know of the threat 
— vee must have help here!” 

Moscow sent back a text to the general’s chief minutes later, it will take ten 
days to get additional troops there from Murmansk. The general held his head in 
his hands, lamenting, “By then, ve’ll be eating Mintezota crayfish and zigning 
zurrender documentsz.” 

For the Crane Lake team at Adak, things are much more upbeat. Harry and 
Hamilton decide to take up the city councilor on his coffee invitation to meet at 
the mission office. 

“T understand your mission here is doing quite well,” Milton Alling 
compliments. 

“Yes,” Harry agrees, “it seems to be meeting an important need in the city. 
We have a director coming on board in just a couple more weeks to help meet the 
demand. He has college training and will finish his degree while working as the 
director. We’re fortunate to have him already here as part of our present team. 
It’ll save a lot of time and will continue the momentum of the mission outreach to 
the community.” 

Milton nods in agreement. He gets down to business, “There are a couple of 


things I can help you with; one is obtaining one of the old naval station office 
buildings. You can use the building for the main part of your planned retreat 
operations, as it can be remodeled to suit your requirements. Let me get ahold of 
Stumpy and the Island Group to get formal approval. I can arrange for them to 
simply sign the building over to you for a nominal sum, seeing that the building 
would eventually fall into disrepair anyway. There is another large forty-thousand 
square foot building you can look at. But let’s do this one at a time, so as not to 
overwhelm your budget.” 

“That’s great,” Hamilton replies as he views a city map Milton provided. He 
speaks as he views the map, “The first office center looks like around twenty- 
thousand square feet and will be perfect to get started with. As soon as we have 
it remodeled, we can begin advertising our spiritual retreat center on the 
internet. Our mission’s team will organize the leadership over the new retreat 
and educational facility. We’ll come up with a focus for the center, something 
like, ‘The Winds of Heaven.’” 

They continue chatting over coffee on further long term plans for the retreat 
center, especially the opening of a recreational facility in the future. “Just the 
bookings at the local hotel for accommodations will bolster the cities revenues in 
tourist tax dollars for bed taxes alone!” Councilor Alling adds. 

“But how many rooms are available at the hotel?” Harry asks Milton, who 
responds, “Well, we’re a small island, so only thirty rooms at present. However, 
we do have another bed and breakfast with an additional six rooms, and I 
wouldn’t doubt that we could convert one of the other naval buildings into 
additional motel room space if the demand arose; commerce brings more 
commerce.... We’ll keep an eye on your bookings at the motel, and should 
demand exceed rooms available, we can open a camp site immediately for the 
overflow crowds and later get the Island Group to break ground on a new motel.” 

Hamilton assures him, “Let’s meet again after we get this retreat center off 
the ground and have people coming; we’ll discuss things, I am sure, as the needs 
arise.” They all agree, shake hands and depart the room, discussing local 
weather conditions as they relate to air travel. 

“There is usually no problem getting out of the airport, but fog conditions 
sometimes are a Challenge as Bering Sea cool air merges with the warmer Pacific 
Ocean currents on the south side of the island. If it is bad, sometimes air traffic 
is diverted over to Dutch Island until things clear up,” Councilor Alling cautions. 

As the Russian army in Minnesota tracks the troop movements of the U.S. 
forces, they assume that the record-length train rolling into Texas will assemble 
there and bolt right up Interstate 35 and blow right into Minnesota—they are 
wrong. Instead, the troop-carrying train enters Texas and turns southward 
toward Houston and pulls into Texas City. Here the troops disembark and march 
on to Galveston on the Gulf of Mexico. The next train carrying heavy armor and 
artillery rolls down the last twenty or so miles of rail to unload at the Galveston 


train depot. 

A Russian spy in the area data-bursts a message to Moscow: there is no troop 
ship anywhere in the area to pick them up. So, for now, Russian-occupied Florida 
and Minnesota are not in their scopes. Confusion and speculation in the Russian 
hierarchy reigns regarding the intentions of such a formidable army of troops 
and militia, now several divisions strong, with an additional seven thousand from 
the Texas militia. The U.S. contingency fills all the available parking areas in the 
small island city; the militia taking to the beaches. We don’t have a clue what the 
next move will be for the U.S. forces, even artillery and tanks are being off- 
loaded and moving into the city of Galveston. I will report back when we see a 
definite movement out of the city, the Russian agent texted back to his Moscow 
home office. 

The day is getting late, as General Eliason calls his staff together and orders 
a top secret meeting of all the U.S. commanders and militia leaders to be held in 
a downtown fishery restaurant. 

To his staff, General Eliason barks, “Order up fish and chips for everyone on 
staff and all the leadership! Drinks are on the house, but make sure everyone 
keeps it moderate, as we will move before the Russians can figure out what we 
are doing!” All the officers and staff fully enjoy the tasty fish dinners and drink 
wine and sodas to cool off after the long train ride across the southwest plain. 

Back in Arizona and New Mexico, militia units are patrolling the main 
highways and roads of all the larger cities. No general resistance is being felt by 
Mexican troops, most of which are now slipping for safety back through the 
porous southern border back into Mexico’s border town matrix. As this is 
happening, fresh Arizona and New Mexico militia troops, joining as 
reinforcements, are sent to hold the borders. 

“They’re doing a fine job, setting up camps every five miles all the way to 
Texas!” General Eliason shares stealthily to Benjamin Broughner as they sit 
eating their fish dinners at the Galveston fish restaurant. 

Eliason continues, “In just a few minutes, I am going to share some 
intelligence that will shock you. I will be revealing one of the U.S. government’s 
biggest secret war plans ever! This well-kept secret will be used in our favor in 
the surprise attack and destruction of the Russian army in Florida. They will 
never see us coming, I can guarantee that!” 

Broughner smiles and raises his eyebrows, now anxious of what is about to be 
revealed. General Eliason takes another sip of his fine wine, pops a french fry 
into his mouth, and rises to face the officers dining at his long table. He 
commands, “Everyone, turn your attention this way.” 

The noise of conversation comes to a halt, like a car screeching to a stop ata 
fast-changing light. Eliason speaks direct, “All of you are about to learn of one of 
the U.S. government’s greatest secrets since the Cold War days with Russia. I 
might add ... what I am about to say is top secret: before, during and after our 


coming operation. Some of you are as mystified, as are some of our captured 
Russian communications, as they try to figure out our reason for assembling in 
the South of Texas! If it has confused you, it certainly has confused the enemy. So 
no, we are not here to eat at fine fish restaurants, although that is pleasant. No, 
we are here to go beneath the Gulf of Mexico to the state of Florida! I just sawa 
few confused faces. What you are about to find out is one of the U.S. 
government’s most closely guarded secrets of all time! This is the first time that 
this secret will be told to such a large contingency of officers. Before this time, 
you needed a level three or four security clearance to be privy to information 
that is part of our nation’s security, which I am about to share. Back in the ‘70s, 
the Army Corps of Engineers came up with a huge, three-story tall drill bit that 
they were able to drill underneath the earth with. It was first tested in 
Washington State, in the side of a mountain, to build one of our secret facilities 
there. But the tunnel I am about to reveal to you started as an experiment at the 
Pensacola air base and ended here, at the Galveston Coast Guard Station — a 
tunnel drilled underneath the Gulf of Mexico! The U.S. military has been able to 
keep this a secret until this time. This tunnel was planned for use for such a time 
as this, when the United States is split in half by an enemy. Over the years, the 
Army Corps continued to widen and strengthen it, they had no problem drilling 
the pathway since much of the earth beneath the Gulf of Mexico is made up of 
sand and clay. It can now allow two tanks side by side, and along with the rest of 
our ground forces, both equipment and men. Even though the Russians hold the 
Pensacola air base, they are unaware of what runs directly underneath it. Both 
entrances are disguised as storm drains and open on our command—from the 
inside-out. Once open, our tanks and troops can flood out, take the base, and 
push inland. Before opening these secret doors, though, we intend to bomb with 
intensity any Russian-occupied forces in the immediate area, so to allow us to 
rapidly exit the tunnel at that redoubt. 

Now you are wondering what will happen if we can’t get out on the Pensacola 
base? There is another exit at Pascagoula, Mississippi. However, this tunnel exit 
is only for emergencies, and only large enough to allow personnel to pass 
through. It is also watertight from the main tunnel, in the event of flooding. I 
believe, though, that we will surprise the Russians at Pensacola enough to take 
the Pensacola base back and get a foothold in that city, so we can push out and 
take North Florida within the first three days. It is a bold surprise move, but that 
is exactly what we will need to defeat the Cossack Bear. We will move into the 
tunnel beneath the Coast Guard station under cover of darkness at 0330 hours 
this morning. Any questions?” 

“Are there any rest or fuel stops in the tunnel?” one officer probes. 

The General informs him,“Yes, there are both, every fifty miles there is an 
underground oasis where you can pull off to a right lane and get gas from a 
parked fuel truck and use the porta-potty. Don’t share any of the secret tunnel 


information with anyone outside this room, as this is more than top secret; our 
nation’s survival depends on blacked-out secrecy.” As he sits down at his seat, 
the officers present finish any discussion with each other over whispers. 

The POTUS, Clayton Nowell, is sitting in his bunker, deep underneath a 
mountain in Colorado’s underground military city. He suddenly gets up to walk 
down the hallway to the war room. He enters to have a discussion with Hank 
Breck, the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs. 

The POTUS speaks with clarity, “We don’t have too many options; this makes 
our choice of a chess move clear. As we move into North Florida, we will cut the 
Russians off from escaping the peninsula ... further, we’ll force them south 
instead, into the radiation zone covering South Florida. Once the U.S. forces 
accomplish this, we’ll station militia across the peninsula on Interstate 4 to hold 
them prisoner in their own death oven. Then we shall move our troops directly 
north through the British-occupied coastal states. The mountain militias will be 
activated to push and resist, to keep them busy, blocking any moves inland into 
our occupied middle states.” 

Hank Breck takes a moment to digest the president’s directive; he responds, 
“That is correct, and as soon as we sweep the British up the coast, we shall move 
our recaptured navy out of Norfolk and into the Great Lakes. At the same time, 
we'll send a division by rail to bring our troops into Russian-occupied Minnesota. 
We will cut off the Russians completely. And, hopefully by then, they’ll see the 
futility of resistance and surrender.” 

The POTUS sums up, “We expect the full elements of surprise in our 
operation by running our entire ground force through this underwater tunnel 
from Galveston to Florida.” 

Hank Breck assures him, “Yes, I think we will surprise them, for the Russians 
are still unaware that the underwater tunnel exists. When our force is close to 
Pensacola, we’ll strafe the military base well enough to get the exit doors open, 
and then we’ll run them off the Northern Panhandle with haste.” 

The POTUS begins to dream, “You know, I believe it is possible to get our 
coastal states back within twenty days, don’t you?” Hank nods in the affirmative 
and takes a long sip of his dark roast coffee. 

Dell Bailey is busy drawing up the plans for the proposed retreat center to be 
delivered at the next Adak city council meeting for approval. 

He comments, “I think I can get this all done for the upcoming meeting, 
except maybe some of the landscaping — I can always submit that later.” 

Hal Shepherd is in the den with him and is discussing the use of some of his 
former experience as Crane Lake’s events coordinator. 

He updates, “You know, once we get the green light to start the retreat 
center, I can plan some key events that will create the draw needed to get the 
people here. Like maybe a keynote speaker could be flown in for a weekend. And 
perhaps we could find out if there is any local musical talent that I can book for 


the in-between times. It’ll be great if I find a local band that can play bluegrass 
or country gospel — I’ve even heard of gospel-blues bands. Shoot! I would even 
be willing to organize several musicians together and create our own band.” 

Dell smiles as he continues his work, drawing up the plans. He observes, 
“Hey, that’s a remarkable idea ... why don’t you start by making an 
announcement at the service this Sunday? Then, schedule an evening to do 
tryouts.” 

“Yeah, I’ll clear it through the others and try to get things going right away,” 
Hal confirms. 

The day came for the city council meeting, and Dell was ready with the 
retreat center’s plans. For the occasion, Councilor Alling arranged to have a 
table brought in and the plans for the retreat center were spread across it. As 
the other city council members were entering into the council chambers, they 
began to view Dell’s plans for the retreat center before the meeting even began. 
The mayor also steps in and eyeballs all the fine drafting work that Dell had 
accomplished. Dell had even managed to get some of the landscaping completed. 

“Good work,” the mayor compliments, “I see you even have the naval station 
office building included. Any word yet from the Island Group on a prompt 
occupation of the office building?” 

Councilor Alling slips in a word, “Why, yes, Mayor, I was helping them with 
that ... the Island Group said they were more than willing to work out a favorable 
deal.” 

The mayor nods and says, “Great, excellent; I like to hear of progress, as 
progress means revenue for the city.” 

As the time approaches for the council meeting, all the councilors and mayor 
take perches on the half-circle seating platform, shining like gods before the 
sycophants, to begin the official city council meeting. The American government 
in action with several talking heads and an agenda. With a voice of authority, the 
mayor calls the meeting to order, and trailing him, the city clerk reads the 
meeting’s minutes from the previous council’s agenda. 

Following this, Councilor Alling steps right up to the plate, and speaking as 
the downtown district’s representative, “We have before us the blueprint plans 
for a new retreat center brought here before us by three members of the Wind of 
Heaven Mission. I have had the pleasure to interview these men: Dell, Harry, and 
Hamilton; they are seated here on behalf of the mission, and I find their proposal 
for a retreat center to be a positive addition to the city of Adak. The tourism 
revenue revue will benefit our hotels, restaurants and shopping mall. Not to 
mention all the side business at other downtown businesses that could be 
positively affected by new tourist dollar revenues. I will do what I can to assist 
them, as their proposed retreat center lies within the center of my district.” 

The mayor voices his mind, “I would like to say that it is worth a try, for we 
need revenue from any source we can deem legitimate. Starting a mission 


retreat is most positive, and I can see from the written business plan, that 
drawing people here from the mainland to a retreat center appears workable. If 
this becomes a success, we may consider, through an entrepreneur fellowship, to 
develop offshoot business, like motels and campgrounds to cater to the retreat’s 
needs. Are there any concerns about this proposed retreat?” 

Councilor Wilbur Pinney, who resembles a bulldog, turns his mike toward his 
rubbery, drooling lips. He is a large man, with double chin and hair growth on his 
chin; also emanating an odor of dirty socks whenever he passes by. He mumbles, 
“T looked over their five-year business plan, and it appears as though they want 
to take over a couple of the larger old naval station buildings. What if we need 
those buildings for other uses?” 

Councilor Alling jumps in, “Those buildings have been sitting idle since the 
day the naval station pulled out over a decade ago! Besides, right now they will 
start with only one of the buildings which is in the best condition. Then, as they 
move forward, they may consider others — who else within a thousand miles of 
my voice has a business plan in place for any of them anyway?” 

All the other councillors nod their heads affirmative. 

The mayor requests, “Would one of the members of the mission like to 
address the city council?” 

Dell steps up to the podium and leans into the mike, saying, “I drafted the 
designs for the buildings under question by Councilor Pinney. I also had an 
opportunity to tour the buildings with the Island Group’s representative, Stumpy. 
What I witnessed as my base findings is: the buildings need to be occupied and 
updated within the next six months, or they will deteriorate into total disrepair. It 
will cost a great deal of money to update these buildings to present code—most 
bargain-buyers will simply walk away at the upgrade cost alone. That is my 
assessment as an architect. We are coming to the table with needs that can be 
met for both sides, ourselves, the Island Group, and shall I say, the city, too. The 
buildings will satisfy our need, and tax revenues will be paid by tourism dollars 
to the city as we move ahead with the project. To keep our cost of remodeling 
down, some in the community will volunteer their labor to complete the facilities 
with us; they are either members of our mission, or they just want to improve the 
community. Commercial investors can’t get volunteer labor like that, but we can. 
Once these buildings are brought up to usable condition and are occupied, the 
whole community will benefit from their use. Our mission will also consider 
renting out parts of our space to other groups who want to use it, either 
temporarily, or long term. That is, if they meet our quality standards criteria.” 

The mayor then suggests, “Let us take a thirty-minute coffee break where all 
members of the council can review the five-year-plan document and look once 
again at the drafting plans.” 

They recess to the employee lounge. Many are seen eyeballing the plans 
together over coffee. When they return to the council chambers, the mayor calls 


the meeting to order and summons a vote from all councillors present, “All in 
favor of a retreat center say aye; all opposed say nay.” 

There is only one weak “nay” vote, which comes from the drooling man witha 
blushing, red face, Councilor Pinney. 

The mayor excitedly confirms, “The ayes carry it, the motion passes to 
approve the retreat center for the Wind of Heaven Mission.” Harry, Dell, and 
Hamilton briskly shake hands and wait for the meeting to adjourn to greet the 
rest of the counselors. 

Councilor Ailing walks by and whispers, “I’ll get busy on state and federal 
funding, this is so thrilling! Our city can really use the project, it means jobs for 
local families.” 

On their walk home after the meeting, Harry turns to the two other team 
members and says, “Let’s get busy....” 

Zero time had arrived, it was 0330 hours and U.S. forces are ready to 
mobilize. Massive tunnel doors open, and the first flatbed-semitrailers loaded 
with tanks arrive. They are given the go-ahead and other armored vehicles 
follow. To any eavesdroppers looking down through satellite cameras from above, 
the procession of vehicles appears to vanish under the Galveston Coast Guard 
station as they move into the tunnel beneath the earth and waterway. It takes 
well over an hour for most of the ground forces to enter. Following them is a 
large formation of militia troops, some on foot, some loaded in pick-up trucks. 
Dawn is just peaking over the Gulf of Mexico’s horizon. After an hour, the last 
militia walk down the long ramp into the tunnel and the tunnel doors slowly close 
behind them, sealing in the entire ground force, until they are ready to exit at 
Pensacola’s Eglin Air Force Base. 

At Lackland Air Force Base in San Antonio, Texas, pilots are getting their 
briefing from a thrill-seeking officer. Animated, he says, “This is unprecedented, 
we are going to attack and flatten everything on the Pensacola base that moves - 
all airplanes, fuel trucks, support vehicles and any armored vehicles, including 
all troops moving in or out of the facility. This is a Russian-occupied air base, so 
hit the planes first, then we’ll worry about the rest of their armor.” 

Charged up for war, the pilots leave the briefing room and embark to their 
planes. Down the hallway in another closed room is a group of special forces 
personnel being briefed for a support mission. The CO orders, “After the airstrip 
is strafed sufficiently by our fighter jets, this company will be flown in by 
transport helicopters, and dropped off in a clearing two miles from the Pensacola 
base; your orders are to secure just the area around the tunnel exit. When the 
tunnel doors start opening, you will make sure there are no Russian troops, or 
support vehicles anywhere near the tunnel. Once the first tanks exit the tunnel 
onto the tarmac, you are free to start inspecting the buildings closest to the 
tunnel exit and make them secure — at all costs. As the U.S. troops and militia 
exit the tunnel, some of these buildings will be used for communications. When 


we are certain the airport is secure, U.S. supply planes will begin landing.” 

U.S. F-35 fighter jets from Lackland Air Force Base had begun their flights to 
the Pensacola airport long before the ground forces finished passing through the 
tunnel. At first, just a couple of these high-speed jets were sent to destroy targets 
and bring up any resistance that could be evaluated. But as the ground forces 
neared the exit ramp, a swarm of fifteen F-35 fighters wreaked massive 
devastation on the Pensacola base. Russian fighters suddenly appear and engage 
in a dogfight, being flown in from Tampa’s Russian occupation of MacDill Air 
Force Base. Many U.S. pilots must deal with the formidable Soviet SU-36 fighter 
jets. These are highly maneuverable and able to challenge the newer U.S. F-35s. 
As the Russian jets come into close contact, a few U.S. fighters are shot down; 
however, when the Russians see the Pensacola base in flames, and with no place 
to land, they retreat to central Florida — forced to reserve enough fuel for the 
unexpected flight back to MacDill. 

The U.S. special forces unit is now on the ground controlling the area around 
the tunnel exit, they have set up machine gun nests at the perimeters of the 
large entrance, disguised as a flood control drain. They are simply shooting any 
Russian resistance from any of the surrounding buildings. The tunnel doors open, 
and the first column of U.S. tanks drive out onto the tarmac. They are followed by 
a long procession of armored vehicles, with several divisions of troops and 
militia. U.S. fighters continue to buzz overhead, controlling the airspace until all 
the troops can be mobilized inland. Alarm bells are now sounding off in the 
Russian controlled central Florida assembly area. 

The Russian general in charge shouts orders to his staff, “Call in all zee 
officers, we need to get zee troops on the move toward North Florida! Zee 
Americans have arrived at Pensacola with tanks and several divisions. Ve must 
move immediately!” 

As soon as the last militia troops exit the tunnel, General Eliason orders the 
ground forces to move inland up to Interstate 10. He barks like a Bull Terrier, 
“Head east until we surround and capture Florida’s capital. Keep a close eye, for 
the Russians will do anything to hold Tallahassee. It’s a psychological thing, as 
once they lose the capital, their moral will fail ... we’ll cut them in pieces, like a 
lawnmower set to low trim!” 

The Crane Lake business team now with the council’s mandate, gives Stumpy 
a visit at his real estate office with Councilor Alling in tow. 

“Stumpy, have you met Councilor Alling?” Harry inquires as they exchanged 
handshakes. 

Stumpy recollects, “Oh sure, we met when the mall property was being 
negotiated a few years ago—nice to see you again, Milton. So, what can I help 
you gentlemen with?” 

Harry updates, “We’re here to formally negotiate with the Island Group the 
purchase or rent of the old naval office building, and the other large warehouse 


building behind it.” 

Stumpy is enthusiastic, “Sure thing, I can do that; just sit down over there ... 
can I get any of you some coffee?” They all nod in the affirmative as Stumpy 
sprints to get cups and a pot of coffee to pour. 

With that done and steaming hot coffee effervescently rising from the brims, 
Stumpy thinks off the top of his head. He reveals, “I heard the news of the vote 
last evening at the council meeting and went ahead and placed a call to the 
Island Group coordinator this morning. He is most delighted ... however, he has 
some terms that he would like to present. First, they are aware of extensive 
remodeling that will need to be done. And, judging on the fact that you will 
probably want to get going on your retreat center right away....” 

He pauses to get their visual attention and excitedly informs, “They are 
willing to let you occupy immediately if you agree to do the remodeling and get 
the buildings up to code. They will waive a year of rent, if you show upgrade 
receipts to equal what the monthly rent would be. So, for both buildings, the rent 
would be a bargain at one thousand dollars a-piece monthly. That will mean you 
will need to show receipts each month for two-thousand dollars for repairs made 
during the first year of occupation. After that, they will negotiate a deal for 
partial rent combined with receipts until the remodeling is complete. They are 
aware that this could take a couple of years.” Stumpy looks again at their faces, 
pauses and probes, “Agreed?” 

Hamilton and Harry nod the affirmative, and Stumpy gets up to open his file 
cabinet drawer. He pulls out a folder with rental paper agreements, walks over to 
Harry and places some papers on the coffee table in front of him. He confirms, 
“Glad to do business with you, Harry, as I will only need one principal signature 
now. Later, you can send the mission director over to sign the other line.” 

Harry agrees, “Sure, no problem, we’ll send him over this afternoon, but 
shouldn’t we take a look at the buildings first before we put ink on paper?” 

Stumpy slides the keys to the buildings across his desk with a smile. He 
jokes, “It’s OK, go ahead and take the keys - I know where you live. Anyway, you 
do need time to look over both buildings completely before your director signs. 
You can go ahead and sign now, for with one signature I can let you take the 
keys; I’ll hold the rest of the contract until I get the two signatures in place.” 

Harry lively places his John Hancock down and claims the keys. An even 
greater miracle is in the making, but it had to follow the ink on the paperwork. 
Something is beginning to brew across the Bering Strait that will make this 
signature a sure success for many years to come. 

“Zee Americans are in za Panhandle of Florida, ant zey are headed to za 
capital, Tallahassee. Vee only have 1,000 troops in zee area; vee had no warning 
of their arrival. Zé rest of our troops are near Orlando, and it vill take a day at 
least for us to reinforce zem. Our fighter planes are matched one-on-one by zeir 
advanced F-35 Lightnings. Ve need to distract zem immediately, so vee hav time 


to react!” The Russian occupying general voices to Moscow from his Florida 
bunker. 

The Chief of the General Staff in Moscow responds, “Ve have a plan, our 
Russian navy is on the vay to occupy Navy Town on Attu Island in the Aleutians. 
Ve vill start taking Alaska one island at a time, until they stop their aggressions 
in Florida. They haf our nose, but ve haf their tail! Vé don’t haf the approval of 
the UN, but vee sometimes do what ve must!” 

Harry arrives at the old naval office building with the new key, and as he 
places the key in the lock, he celebrates, “Hey, we’re making progress!” They all 
chuckle as Harry unbolts the double-wide front entrance glass doors. 

“Did the others say when they will arrive?” Hamilton wonders out loud. 

“Yeah, as soon as they get some coffee brewing, they’re planning on taking 
over here,” Dell responds. 

“Where’s the janitor’s closet? We need to find out what kind of cleaning 
equipment they left behind,” Harry says, as he starts down the long main hall to 
locate it, “oh, this must be it - you can see the wheel marks on the floor in front 
of it.” 

After Harry uses his S key to open the lock, he turns on the light to discover 
that it is well stocked. Organized against the wall is a mop bucket with mop, a 
broom, dust mop, vacuum cleaner, plastic garbage bags and some commercial 
cleaning supplies. “I’ll start mopping down the hall here, if somebody wants to 
check the bathrooms,” Harry appeals. 

Dell is walking down the hallway checking offices and announces a stunning 
find, “Hey guys, come down here and look in this office!” 

Harry and Hamilton join him in what appears to be the office of the former 
commander. “Everything is in new condition, just look at the carpet, and the 
walls are super clean; also, it has a newer ceiling,” Dell observes. 

The three of them begin to inspect some of the other offices and find 
conditions about the same. Hamilton sums up, “What an incredible deal, for they 
must have remodeled this building just before the naval station shut down. Wait 
until the others arrive, they won’t believe it. But we’ll have to find something 
that needs attention to keep our rent down for the first year, for the Island Group 
must have known about ‘something’ needing repair that would keep us busy.” 

“Let’s check out the building’s heating plant, as that could be a possibility,” 
Harry adds. 

They walk down to the end of the hall to the facility room. Inside an 
unpainted room are the furnace, air conditioning system, and water mains. 

Harry gives the first word, “This looks well maintained, like it was mopped 
and serviced recently. Did anyone check the bathrooms?” They walk back down 
to the central hallway and enter the men’s restroom — here they discovered a 
need. 

Harry sums it up, “Yep, tell the others, we need someone with tile experience, 


and we’ll have to change all the porcelain; I’ll bet the women’s is the same 
condition.” 

Dell takes a side-trip up to the second floor and discovers what needs 
repairing the most. Yep, here it is, he thinks to himself, some ceiling leaks, but 
not too bad. He returns downstairs to report his findings. He reports, “There are 
some small ceiling leaks upstairs where you can see the water seeping down on 
the ceiling tiles. This will help our cause, as it’ll give us some repair work to do 
for the rental receipts we need. Immediately, though, we can get to work on the 
bathrooms, and get them up to code within the next couple of weeks.” 

“Yeah, only four bathrooms to fix — shoot, we’ll be in business here before 
you know it; the roof we can use as an ongoing project!” Harry confirms. 

“When Luman Slater arrives, he can probably tell us how to fix all of this,” 
Hamilton suggests. 

It is not long before the rest of the Crane Lake crew arrive from the house on 
Bering Sea Boulevard. Luman Slater, the old maintenance hand, with a cup of 
coffee, saunters down the hall to vocal requests and walks into the men’s room. 

He calculates, “Looks like some porcelain work alright ... the question is, can 
we buy any porcelain in this one-horse town? This hardware is too old to bring 
back up to code, so we’ll have to get new toilets, sinks and urinals. Let me make 
that my project for the day; I’ll go down to the mall and ask around.” 

Luman nods at the other men present and goes off to search, and before the 
afternoon fades away, he has tracked down the island plumber who keeps spare 
parts in his garage. Luman looks over his stock and states, “Sure thing, we’ll 
need eight sinks, eight toilets and four urinals.” 

Something else is brewing 500 miles to the west of Adak Island, a fleet of 
Russian naval ships enters the abandoned harbor of Attu. The United States 
Navy had shut down the base there in recent years, and the island has no 
present inhabitants. This makes the occupation of it by the Russian navy a noon 
break for vodka and borscht. 

A Russian admiral reports to Moscow, “Ve took occupation vith no resistance. 
Ve vill leave a garrison and a destroyer in the harbor, and when everything is 
secure, ve’ll move on to Adak.” 

Word reaches the U.S. mainland at Anchorage of the Russian advance on 
Attu. A hasty message is sent to the Joint Chiefs: Needed, a military presence in 
the Aleutian., Russians now at Attu. An emergency meeting is called via 
speakerphone between the Joint Chiefs and the president. 

Hank Breck informs, “We need to deploy a naval task force northwest to the 
Aleutians immediately to Adak Island, our old naval station. If the Russians 
advance again, we’ll lose over 500 miles of the Alaskan panhandle. Soon, they 
will advance down the island chain all the way to Dutch Harbor and on to 
Anchorage. We need to cut off their advance at Adak with a show of force.” 

The president agrees, “OK, we’re finished securing California, with no further 


threat of Mexico, so let’s move the Pacific naval force north to Alaska. Keep a 
watch on the Chinese armada off the coast of California.” 

Within minutes the order goes out to the Rear Admiral from the 
communications center: Order is to move the San Diego based Pacific fleet to 
Adak Island, Alaska immediately to face a Russian naval force at Attu. We will 
inform you on when to engage. Leave a couple of destroyers behind, as well as 
harbor patrols, to keep a presence on the California coast in the presence of the 
Chinese armada. It will take the fleet a few days to cover the two thousand miles 
of open ocean to arrive at Adak Island, but that may not matter—just the satellite 
presence of such a large naval force moving into the Aleutian region, may be 
enough to get the Russian navy to retreat. 

As the U.S. fleet churns across the blue Pacific, simultaneously, the Crane 
Lake team works on upgrading the bathrooms in their new retreat building. The 
timing will be perfect, as unbeknownst to them, a huge fleet of ships is about to 
dock in the harbor, bringing hundreds of new faces to their mission and retreat 
center. The plans are to open the retreat center on Sunday with a dedication 
service, just one day after the U.S. fleet is scheduled to arrive. 

With naval war jets flying overhead of the anchored U.S. fleet in Adak Harbor, 
the rear admiral grants passes to many of the naval servicemen. It’s Sunday 
morning, and just in time to attend the mission’s morning service, and shop at 
the mall which is open in the afternoon. As the Crane Lake team opens the front 
doors for the morning service, a group of navy servicemen, dressed in their white 
uniforms, are lining up to enter the mission building. It is a full house, as they fill 
all 300 seats requiring the overflow to use folding chairs in the foyer and front 
lobby. Some of the kitchen crew are sent home to get more chicken and rice to 
feed all the hungry stomachs at the potluck to follow the meeting. This service 
will also be the same day the new mission director, Max Branca, is installed. 

“We welcome all the naval servicemen to our services,” Harry says as he 
gives announcements. “On top of installing our new mission director, we’ll be 
enjoying a potluck post-meeting today, and we will also walk over and dedicate 
our new Retreat Center building, just down the street. On Wednesday morning 
and evening, we will teach classes there on several topics—more on this in your 
bulletin. Also, we will be open daily in the morning hours, serving coffee and 
snacks. And, we will have free Wi-Fi internet service in our cafeteria and lounge. 
During these times, we will have an office coordinator and our mission director 
on duty. Some of our volunteer team will also be there to meet with people. One 
of the features of our Retreat Center will be our booking of special speakers who 
will arrive from the states to conduct week-long teaching events. So, join us after 
the service - have some fellowship, and let us be your home away from home.” 

The very next day, several well-dressed officers from the naval fleet walk into 
the retreat office building, and request of Hal, the acting coordinator of the day, 
“Can we speak to the mission director?” Hal leads them down the hall to the 


director’s plush office, complemented with purple carpet. 

Max Branca rises to greet them at his door. He bellows, “Howdy, I’m Max 
Branca, what can I do for you? Come on in, make yourselves comfortable.” 

The officers are seated. The first officer carefully says, “I suppose you are 
aware that the building you now occupy is a former naval station office center?” 

Max slowly nods affirmative, keeping silent. 

The officer continues, “The reason our fleet is in the harbor is to stall the 
Russian navy, which has taken Attu—their presence is threatening the rest of the 
Aleutian chain. Our force will be here at this former naval station for a time 
appointed, and we will need available office space for our operations. My 
superiors are wondering if you have any available space that the naval task force 
might share during our long term stay here on the island. I might add, this is the 
only suitable office building currently available.” 

Director Max rises from his chair and motions for them all to follow him up to 
the second level. They take a stairwell up a flight to a long hallway lined with 
twenty offices, ten on each side. Max offers, “You may occupy this whole floor if 
you like, as we only need the lower level at this time.” 

The officer affirms, “Most excellent! We’ll go ahead and let the Rear Admiral 
know ... ah, can we help out with coffee and bran muffins for the cafeteria?” 

“Sure thing,” Max laughs, “bring all the coffee you can drink.” 

That afternoon, a team of high-ranking officers arrive to tour the upstairs 
offices, and they are breathless when they see the condition of the building to be 
outstanding. By the next day, a steady stream of naval personnel is flowing in and 
out, while bringing all sorts of electronic equipment and computers to install. 
The Crane Lake team is truly enthusiastic about the new activity to their retreat 
center. Even though the top floor is now occupied by the military, the lower level 
is still basically the mission’s retreat center. Also, the main level cafeteria is now 
a daily center for retreat center staff to mix and mingle with servicemen and 
women who might be looking for some personal ministry. The mission director’s 
counseling schedule fills up within the week, and another counselor is needed. 

So, Max starts looking at resumes of interns from his former college who may 
be interested in relocating to Adak. The mission and retreat center begins to 
boom and everyone on the Crane Lake team has a job to do, as they are all 
swamped with the daily chores of the mission and retreat center combined. 

Hal, also in his new office, is lining up speakers who are willing to make the 
long flight to Adak from the West Coast. He makes a solid connection in one city 
in California, Redding. A ministry there has a continual list of interesting 
speakers and talented musicians who will come for a few days or a week ata 
time to share deep spiritual revelations at the retreat center. This ministry in 
Redding has their own speaker’s bureau, as Hal discovered it through a simple 
internet search, —no other contacts needed, as they have it all! It also is not long 
before the Redding ministry considers sending out some of their own people to 


work in various stages of the ministry as staff or interns. For them, Adak is a new 
mission field, despite the war. So, just as the Crane Lake team had envisioned, 
people begin to look at the Adak Island Retreat Center on the internet and are 
considering a stay at the local hotel to attend the retreat’s special offerings. 
Adak Island is on its way to become a new tourist destination with a spiritual 
flair. Even some tourist magazines began touting it as the latest spiritual retreat 
experience—a must-do, at least during peace time! Some brave souls are already 
booking, but the present-day complement is the naval forces using the building 
and attending the services in the meantime. 

U.S. forces surround the capital of Florida in less than three hours and send 
in over thirty F-35 Lightning fighters to pepper Russian-occupied strongholds in 
the central part of the state. Over ten thousand Russian troops are in the 
Orlando area, taking advantage of the hundreds of quality hotels. They are too 
comfortable, never expecting a U.S. led attack from underneath the Gulf of 
Mexico to claim a major military air base and bring refueled F-35 Lightnings to 
their front door. As F-35 fighters destroy Russian targets and streak back to 
Pensacola to refuel, U.S. ground forces leave a garrison at the capital and send a 
tri-force into the central part of the state to prevent any possibility of Russian 
organization. Russian forces are completely cut off from any help. Stiff fighting 
and resistance do however occur, especially at the I-4 interstate intersect of the 
Irlo Bronson Memorial Highway, near Lake Evalyn. Here is the long procession of 
hotels where Russian troops are caught wining and dining, and angry that they 
are caught with their pants down to the floor—presently moving aggressively to 
make up for gross stupidity. 

“Ve must fight to the last man!” The drunken Russian general orders with a 
vain finger pointed in the air. 

Hundreds of Russian tanks and artillery fire is lined up along the I-4 intersect 
to try to stop the U.S. advancement, which is descending en masse down central 
Florida Highway 27. Ensuing is a major tank battle; the whole area rocking for 
hours. U.S. jets continue to pilfer the Russian lines and ward off Russian SU-36 
fighter jets, coming in from MacDill. Around the time that U.S. forces are nearing 
the Russian tank lines, an air battle of historic proportions begins to light up the 
sky. Russian SU-36 fighter jets, being highly maneuverable, meet the U.S. F-35 
pilots with equal technical skill. More U.S. jets fly in from Lackland Air Force 
Base to meet this challenge, the captured base at Pensacola now a busy port for 
refueling. U.S. ground forces advance slowly to punch through the tank line, 
meeting Russian troops and artillery in a head-on clash of wills. Up in the skies, 
the air battle continues all night, off and on, as darkness falls on the area. 

“Hold all the lines until morning,” General Eliason orders his fired-up forces. 

Another U.S. ground force, the Northern Flank, is punching through minor 
Russian resistance across north Florida’s I-10. They will claim the state all the 
way over to the major port of Jacksonville, where a fleet of Russian naval vessels 


is docked and vulnerable to air attack, having no aircraft carrier present. 
Russian air support came initially from Cuba and was using the MacDill Airport 
as their staging grounds. For now, U.S. fighter jets sent from Pensacola are 
keeping Russian planes pinned down there on the tarmac, open for target 
practice. As U.S. forces approach the outskirts of Jacksonville, Russian naval 
vessels began to pilfer their lines with long-range shells from Russian destroyers. 
Immediately, the U.S. Northern Flank general calls for air support, “Naval fire 
coming in from the Port of Jacksonville, need air backup.” 

At that directive, a half-dozen F-35 Lightning jets are redirected to 
Jacksonville from the MacDill pin-down. They arrive in a quarter-hour right on 
top of the Russian navy like angry hornets, stirred up from a firecracker. Russian 
naval vessels shoot off heat-seeking missiles, but they are unable to hit them with 
counter fire due to the F-35’s stealth design. Huge fireballs of flame rise from the 
harbor with every vessel destroyed. After just three passes of the angry hornets, 
a directive goes forth from the Russian naval command: Al/ Russian vessels must 
move immediately to international waters, full speed until we reach our 
destination. 

They immediately desert the Jacksonville harbor. Following this victory, at 
dawn the next morning, U.S. ground forces engage and open fire on anything 
with a Russian insignia still moving in central Florida. U.S. troops advance 
beyond the destroyed Russian tank lines on the Irlo Bronson Memorial Highway 
to engage Russian troops in urban warfare around Orlando. Troops battle from 
building to building amidst the expensive hotels and swimming pools, as 
stranded tourists hide like mice in their rooms. Through the day, U.S. troops 
advance - a driving force down one major thoroughfare at a time, and east into 
the city of Orlando. By the time they blitzkrieg downtown Orlando, Russian 
resistance wanes to sporadic urban fire, and it is then that Russian troops begin 
to surrender. 

There isn’t much for U.S. forces to do in the area south of I-4, as the Russian 
nuclear attack at the beginning of the occupation had polluted the whole area 
with so much radiation it was much like a ghost town; except for the ghoulish 
looking former inhabitants who are wandering about like an army of sick 
refugees. Next, U.S. forces liberate the rest of the Florida cities north of I-4, they 
find the fingerprint of historic rumors regarding the treatment of citizens when 
Russia was a state of the Soviet Union, are true. 

Firstly, a freed U.S. citizen from Russian occupation gives a disturbing report, 
“No food! We would have all starved if U.S. troops hadn’t come. They used 
battering rams to knock down our doors as they looked for weapons. Anyone who 
resisted was hauled out into their front yards and shot through the back of the 
head. And later, civilians were forced to pick up the dead bodies and put them 
into piles. For wood, they would bulldoze a nearby house, taking all the firewood 
needed. They covered the bodies with the debris and set it all on fire. Some who 


got near enough to their camp reported hearing the screams of people being 
tortured for information. There were other brutal and cruel tactics used that I 
can’t even talk about—I just want to forget.” 

General Eliason relates to a Joint Chiefs staff person, “We need humanitarian 
aid here in Florida as soon as we get everything secure. We’ll also need people 
from the Nuclear Regulatory Commission to advise in the process of radiation 
clean-up in the South Florida region.” 

The staff person responds, “We’ll get working on it straightaway; we won’t let 
anyone play any politics on this one!” 

At the same time, the POTUS, Clayton Nowell, is in a meeting with the Joint 
Chiefs over the Russian aggressions in the Aleutian Islands. He remarks, “Now 
that we have Florida secure, should we strike the Russians at Attu? Our fleet is 
secure at Adak, so shall we dispatch some fighter jets out there from Eielson Air 
Force Base near Fairbanks, Alaska?” 

The Vice Chairman fumes, “Affirmative, sir, we need to hit them hard while 
they are still organizing. We may get some return fire from some of their ships, 
but we have to strike now and strike hard!” 

The POTUS gives them all a head nod, saying, “Take-them-out—now!” 

Within minutes, Eielson’s 354th fighter wing with thirty-five F-16 Falcons 
take to the skies over Fairbanks. They are headed at full speed to Attu, and 
tanker jets will join them along the way to refuel.[37] 

“It’s time to rock and roll,” the air commander says to his fighter wing as 
they roar their afterburners. “Put the pedal to the metal - let’s fish the Bering 
Sea for Russian-Migs!” 

A streaking roar is heard in downtown Fairbanks as their defenders set their 
compasses toward Attu. Russian radar will pick them up as soon as they get near 
to the target area. Russia has already anticipated this attack on their navy at 
Attu, only several hundred miles west on the mainland of Russia, is one of their 
own air bases on the Kamchatka Peninsula at Petropavlovsk. It was from here 
that Russian planes, in the Cold War days, used to take off and fly as close as 
they could to U.S. airspace. A continual dogfight by inches took place along the 
invisible border running between the two countries on the Bering Strait; only 
today, it is serious business! 

Russian fighter jets, a few of them SU-36 class, take to the skies and fly 
evasive maneuvers to intercept U.S. fighters now passing over Adak island. The 
people of Adak had not seen such a display of power in the skies since World War 
Two, when the Japanese attacked the area. In less than an hour, U.S. fighters 
close in on Attu Island, now reading on their radar that they have screen-bleeps 
of unwelcome company. Russian aggression is hard and fast. 

“We got thirty in our sights, let’s pay them back for the Cold War,” one 
Russian pilot comments over his radio. 

U.S. planes have only moments to lock on their naval targets and release 


their missiles, wrecking several Russian ships as they sit in Attu’s main harbor. 
As the U.S. planes pull up and turn to avoid a head-on dogfight with the Russian 
fighters, a couple of Russian planes are at an advantage, releasing a payload of 
Exocet missiles. Two U.S. fighters are immediately knocked out of the sky - the 
pilots eject to the cold seas below for a free pick up and ticket to Siberia. The 
other U.S. planes make evasive moves to avoid being tailed, but several minutes 
pass, and the whole air wing is quickly scattering over Attu’s skies. It is an equal 
match of skill and bravery, as several planes on both sides are vaporized, with a 
couple pilots able to use the rapid ejection levers. Fuel readings are getting low, 
especially on the U.S. wing - their commander orders them to retreat to Adak 
Island, where a sizeable airport awaits them to refuel. As the 354th air wing 
lands at Adak, the islanders and the naval servicemen cheer. For the first time in 
many years, Adak Island had its air wing back, making it the arm ofa 
superpower. The Russian leaders in Moscow are now very perturbed, seeing that 
they have lost Florida and may lose a hold on Attu. 

The Russian president places a call through to the UN secretary-general. He 
takes the call to hear a trademark voice, “A goodt evening Mr. Kirsh, Ve are in da 
head-to-head battle vith zé Americans; zey have taken our land agreement that 
you mate vith us ... vee lost the Florida land grant. Further, Vee are now playing 
batmitten vith them at Attu Island in the Aleutians. For yearz vee discussed 
secretly opening the whole world to trade, by building highways to cross over the 
major continents. There vas the von that wouldt pass across Mexico ant the 
central U.S. and on to Canada, as part of ze North American Union. Over the last 
thirty years, Ve hav dug an underground tunnel secretly across the Bering Strait, 
ant have connected it to Alaska at ze community of Wales. Ze reason ve have 
been able to hide it so vell, is that ve never finished the exit on the Alaskan side, 
ve couldn’t. To complete the exit, ve now have a prefabricated exit ramp, in five 
gigantic sections, that ve vill drop into place. Ve vill float them over the Bering 
Sea to the Alaskan side and sink them slowly, attaching them to the tunnel exit. 
Divers vill go down and secure the vater-tight seals, and then ve can open the 
vater-tight doors. Zen ve can open ze exit ramp right onto Alaska’s mainland, and 
finish a highway across Alaska to connect with North America. Ve vill hav full 
access to America, and Canada! Ve never told anyone about this tunnel; although 
there vere some Americans in the government who knew, as zey vere members of 
the secret societies that vouldn’t betray us. However, ze Americans are about to 
take their country back from UN control, and they will soon kick us out of Attu 
and Minnesota; unless we play our Ace-card and reveal to the world our secret 
tunnel. Once ve open it, ve vill move our armor and troops across into Alaska, 
and down the Alaskan highway to strengthen our hold on Minnesota. Once this is 
accomplished, ve vill negotiate vith you to take more of the Midwestern states 
from the Americans, who must now be punished. Ve must move swift before the 
U.S. force in Florida moves up the coast and dislodges the British. That would 


break the UN hold on the U.S., and ve vould be back to the drawing board.” 

Kirsh responds, “Yes, Iam impressed that you possess this tunnel, it will 
perform well in our quest to get the Western World into one government and as 
our trading partners. Now that you have revealed this tunnel to us, you may go 
ahead and implement its proposed use. Are you planning on extending a highway 
across Russia so that we can all drive to America from Europe?” 

The Russian president confirms, “Oh, yes, indeed ... ve vill move on that as 
soon as ve have America secured and under UN control. Ve would like to begin 
our troop movements through the underwater tunnel to Alaska in two days.” 

“Very good,” Hester sanctions, “I will discuss all of this with the UN Security 
Council, and they will give you a decision within twenty-four hours.” 

Alicia George, Officer Congdon and Max Branca sit enjoying coffee in the new 
retreat center lounge with several servicemen who are taking a break from office 
work upstairs; it is a lively session as Officer Congdon shares a story of his past 
police work. 

He informs, “I recall a night when we were sent to a bar fight in downtown 
Crane Lake. The dispatch operator’s report goes something like: ‘there’s a Bear 
in the bar.’ We didn’t know what she meant—we were prepared for just about 
anything. On arrival, three other officers and I flew through the front door 
together. What we discovered was that the whole bar, maybe fifty people, were in 
a literal Bear brawl. The bar also had a balcony and two of us had to fight our 
way up the stairs to it. There was one big, burly guy that took a swing at me 
when I stepped onto the balcony, and as it turned out—he’s the bear! This guy 
was So big ... what I really needed was bear repellent! The only reason I got the 
cuffs on him was that he was intoxicated, and he had trouble seeing me. But that 
was only after he and I broke up about three tables and a few chairs he jabbed at 
me. I called for backup after we discovered we only had three pairs of handcuffs 
... we needed at least twenty more! When backup arrived, and we got things 
orderly, we had to call in a bus to get all hardheads to the tank. It was quite a 
sight with a bunch of intoxicated, beat up people exiting a bus at the booking 
wing. Oh yeah, the media arrived and took photos, and it makes the front page of 
the paper. To make it even more newsworthy, it took three officers to carry the 
big Bear off the bus, and right in front of the newspaper photographer. That was 
the photo they put on the front page!” 

The servicemen are in tears, as Congdon’s story is so hilarious; the laughter 
carrying all the way down the hallway. One serviceman asks Max Branca, “I 
heard all of you came from Northern Minnesota after the Russians came to your 
area.” 

Max responds, “Yes, that is an affirmative ... there was only one place to go... 
north to Canada or face the Russian Bear.” They all laugh again as Max’s 
comment segues off Officer Congdon’s bear-in-the-bar-story. 

The serviceman inquires, “Perhaps you can direct us, Max, for after we fulfill 


our term in the Navy, we are interested in becoming police officers too. What is 
the first step of initiation?” 

“OK, that’s simple,” Max relates, “first, you go to the academy, but which one, 
depends on what part of the states you call home. It does help to know someone 
who has been through the process ... I will give you my e-mail address, and if you 
have any questions, feel free to contact me.” 

“C’mon, Max, tell us what it’s like to be a cop.” the serviceman probes. 

Max recounts, “Well, if it’s excitement you desire—definitely the high-speed 
chase.... Every police rig is fitted with a ram on the front bumper; if we use it, we 
aim to please. One night a driver refused to pull over, and instead, tried to get 
away. I chased him for a couple miles, and when I caught up to him, I did a 
classic PIT maneuver, sliding him off the road and pinning his car to a tree. He 
was so mad that I had to call for backup. Another way to stop a fleeing vehicle is 
to have someone ahead of it, throw a spike strip on the road. These are highly 
effective, flattening the tire, which later falls off the rim—they can’t drive on a 
bare rim too long.” 

The serviceman looks to Alicia George, “How about you, what’s it like to be 
on The Force?” 

Alicia laughs and states, “The Force be with you! But really, the main thing 
you will have to put up with are all the practical jokes that other officers play on 
each other to blow off steam. I remember one tired-out officer who, returning 
from a run, had to use the men’s room badly. He found it to be occupied, so he 
used the women’s toilet. Well, in the process of doing his duty, he plugs the toilet 
—and I mean plugs it! Plunging didn’t help at all ... and this was on the weekend, 
where he couldn’t get any help from the maintenance department. Then Monday 
morning arrives, and by then the odor is sharp. It is so bad that the door to the 
women’s restroom had to be police taped off until a plumber could arrive to 
snake the problem. Well, by that time all the women on staff knew about the 
problem, and after doing their own police investigation to find out who the 
perpetrator really was ... they, with lots of laughs and ribbing of the officer in 
question, attached a note to his cabinet: proud member of the plumber control 
team, a jibe from the Richard Nixon Watergate years. So, if you become a police 
officer, my advice is to have rubber skin and let the jokes just roll off. Remember, 
the rest of the officers and staff at the police station are just blowing off steam.” 

The servicemen find her story most amusing, and one says, “Hey, next time 
we're all here, we’ll tell you a few of our secrets from boot camp! We had a drill 
sergeant with a bald head that did whatever he could to keep us jumping.” 

Officer Congdon then offers another glimpse of police work. “We have to pass 
a physical on occasion, and one of the keys to passing is to keep your weight 
down. Now, the well-meaning public doesn’t have any idea of how much weight 
can be acquired from eating cookies. About once a week, some good citizen 
brings a tray of something for the officers to snack on, and usually, it is the 


highest calorie food on the planet. It’s cookies, or pie, or cake, or it can even be a 
full course of pasta! Sometimes I eat better on the public offerings than I do at 
home, for I never have to bring snacks ... I just grab a handful every time I walk 
in the door! So, we all have learned to take only one, or the weight just piles on. 
It’s citizens with good intentions making their police force fat! So, when you join 
the police force, leave your cookies at home.” They all laugh and greet each 
other with handshakes as the servicemen return to work upstairs. 

With the state of Florida now secure, U.S. forces begin moving north into 
British-held territory, who now control what they consider to be the original 13 
colonies. The Northern Flank mobilizes north from Jacksonville, Florida, and just 
a mile from the Georgia border as British troops and flags announce that there 
will be sure resistance. Not concerning himself with numbers or consequences, 
the U.S. force’s Northern Flank general orders his artillery to open up on the 
main British position just north of the border at Kingsland, Georgia. The shelling 
proceeds with a twenty-minute bombardment, as British helicopters appear in 
the sky, blasting the U.S. column with direct missile and cannon fire. 

“Can we get some air cover up here at our position on I-95, just south of 
Kingsland?” The U.S. general shouts over his radio. 

Within ten minutes, U.S. fighters blow over the stalled U.S. column and streak 
after anything flying in the air - huge fireballs appear in the skies as U.S. fighter 
pilots zero in on their kills. U.S. forces immediately crawl forward into Georgia 
and make their goal for the day: acquisition of historic Savannah on the 
southeastern seacoast of the state. 

The U.S. general speaks to his staff, “Once we have a secure Georgia coast, 
we’ll send militia to the interior to clean up; then we’ll make our next target the 
port of Charleston.” 

While this is going on, another conversation is taking place between Russia’s 
president and the Secretary-General of the United Nations, who advises, “You 
have security council approval to move forward with your tunnel operation to the 
shoreline of Alaska. That should distract the Americans enough to put a halt to 
their quest for the British-held former colonies. We underestimated their resolve 
as they pushed into Florida, but before they move north up the East Coast, you 
have made us aware of your Bering Sea tunnel. This should put the brakes on 
them ... you may move ahead at your discretion.” 

Russia’s president calmly notes, “Vee vill move ahead tonight, our navy at 
Attu vill provite cover while ve slip our floatable five-section exit ramp into 
position at Wales, Alaska. Zee entrance to our tunnel iz storedt at Chukotskiy 
Rayon on our eastern coast. Our exit ramp ees ready to go, vich vill be floated 
across the Bering Strait and placed into position vithin two dayz.” 

“Marvelous, let us know how you plan to cross the mountainous terrain of 
Alaska to claim the rest of the state?” the UN secretary requests. 

The Russian president whispers into his receiver, “Zat is simple, Alaska has a 


river system. Vonce vee secure the river access points, ve vill move up the river 
in small boats, claiming inland territories von at a time. If we move just a short 
distance inland from Wales, Vee vill have access to the Yukon, and it runs clear 
across Alaska, all the way to Canada! Vé can build barges to carry our heavy 
equipment to points inland. It vill be a vonderful adventure for our troops, for 
they love the outdoors! Zee Americans vill never be able to dislodge us, as they 
can’t get any heavy armor back in those parts anyway! Vee vill be homesteading 
the land! Ve vill send the Cossacks back in there, for they are vigorous!” They 
both laugh in an evil, uncontrollable mutual commission. “Vee vill give to you an 
honorary Cossack hat,” the Russian president finalizes. 

Suddenly, and to the surprise of the Americans at Adak, standing guard to the 
western approaches of the Aleutians, the Russian navy pulls out of Attu. The U.S. 
naval Rear Admiral sends an immediate message to Washington: We have 
succeeded in forcing the Russians from their post at Attu, will send five 
destroyers to the area tonight to claim it back for a U.S. possession. We will 
immediately restart the base operation there that had been closed. The Russian 
fleet is now headed north into the Bering Sea. 

Of course, there is something unusual transpiring in the art of warfare ... the 
Russian navy is headed to Chukotskiy Rayon, to prepare a shadow movement for 
the floating exit ramp to dock with the undersea tunnel which they were about to 
open on the western coast of Alaska. In truth, they are giving up Attu Island to 
shield their true intentions. By the time the U.S. navy becomes aware that the 
Russian navy is crossing over to Wales, Alaska, it will be too late to stop them. All 
the Americans can think to do will be to attack with their F-16s, but only to be up 
against Russian fighters coming in from Chukotskiy. This operation wasn’t even 
going to be a gamble for Russia, for they had it planned since the office of 
Khrushchev, who once said, “Whether you like it or not, history is on our side. We 
will dig you in!”[38] 


Ps 


Part Four: The Final Chapter of the Republic 


The whole atmosphere at Crane Lake changes within minutes of the 
announcement of the Russian navy on the move. Satellite trackers on U.S. navy 
warships kept a close vigil on the movements of the Russian armada, which went 
due north back to the Russian mainland at Chuckotskiy Rayon. The Russian 
armada is monitored there for a couple of hours when the movement east begins. 

U.S. radar operators begin to send updates to the Rear Admiral that the 
Russians are now threatening American boundaries, moving east toward Alaska 
through the Bering Sea. By the time they reach the international date line, U.S. 
radar operators are jumping from their seats. The Rear Admiral notifies the Joint 


Chiefs that “a threat to Western Alaska looks imminent.” Within five minutes, an 
order comes back: Move your naval forces north to intercept before they reach 
the Alaskan coast. A commanding voice sounds on the naval fleet’s PA speakers, 
“all hands on deck, this is a condition five alert!” 

The naval fleet steams into motion and departs Adak within a half-hour, 
steaming toward Wales, Alaska, and attempting to thwart off a Russian landing 
on the coast. U.S. fighters fire off like bullets from Adak’s airport toward the 
Bering Sea to command dives at the Russian armada. Russian fighters intercept 
them, streaming in from the base at Chuckotskiy Rayon for another compelling 
dogfight in the skies above. As the Russian navy closes in on the Alaskan coast, 
American destroyers open fire with long range shells. The Russian fleet returns 
fire as automatic, thus resulting in one of the largest naval battles in world 
history. Many ships from both navies are totaled, with several sinking in massive 
plumes of exploding flame. Americans could never perceive that the Russians are 
willing to sacrifice their entire fleet for the safety of five ships; the ships towing 
the five floating exit ramps, as they make their way into position. And this is 
basically what becomes reality, as the only few left operating Russian vessels 
move the five-section exit ramp into position. Surrounding this obedient-to-the- 
death work crew are a few Russian destroyers circling the ramp sections, while 
wildly shooting at the American naval fleet. 

“These Russians are desperate, for they’re down to their last ten vessels and 
still shooting like they want to fill the bottom of the ocean with lead!” The U.S. 
Rear Admiral radios to the Adak communications center, which is located on the 
second floor of the retreat center, “They have taken a beating and refuse to 
surrender!” 

Suddenly, a shell weighing over a ton shot from a U.S. destroyer splits the 
deck of one of the Russian destroyers, leaving only nine vessels left in 
commission. Russian divers plunge into the icy Bering Sea waters to finish the 
last connections to secure the exit ramp to the shoreline at Wales, while 
simultaneously, docking destroyers lower huge fire hoses to pump out the ocean 
water from the ramp sections. Within forty five minutes, workers inside the 
undersea tunnel begin to open the huge metal plate doors to expose the hollow 
interior of the fifty-six-foot diameter tunnel. Nothing is presently inside the 
tunnel, except for 2,000 Russian troops on armored carriers, who immediately 
drive their vehicles onto the beaches of Wales, Alaska, letting the U.S. fleet know 
of their presence with shoulder fired Exocet missiles. 

“We have a situation, it appears from our line of sight that the Russians just 
opened some kind of underwater tunnel, as armored Russian vehicles with troops 
just drove up onto the beach,” one ship commander radios off to Adak. 

At the other end of the tunnel, armored tanks begin to enter along with 
another 5,000 Russian troops. To keep the tunnel protected from any further 
incursion by U.S. naval forces, a huge flying wing of Russian planes now enter 


the scene from Russia’s Chuckotskiy Rayon base. American ships are now 
attacked in close succession, the dozen left floating, turn back and make a 
beeline to Adak’s harbor. Russian submarines also surface to show the 
Americans, don’t even think about getting close to this tunnel! 

Getting updates on all the action, UN Secretary-General Blaise Florenta 
orders another glass of celebratory wine. Pushing a button on his desk phone, he 
dictates a message to be sent to the POTUS: “Our Russian friends are now 
occupying the Alaskan Land Bridge at Wales, and you cannot stop them. If your 
aggressions in Georgia do not stop within twelve hours, we will tell our Chinese 
and Mexican friends to strike again on your West Coast - the Chinese naval 
armada is within striking distance of San Diego’s base at this time. The decision 
is up to you to join the World Order or face the iron hand. We desire to make 
America part of a North American Union - your borders will be open with Canada 
and Mexico. You will become one region in a ten-region world order. You will still 
retain your autonomy, and you will have open trade with your neighbors, with 
free travel between countries. We will build a highway from Europe to Siberia, 
through the new Bering Sea Tunnel, and across the Alaskan tundra in the Arctic. 
Then down the Alaska-Canadian Highway to join a super-highway coming up 
from Puerto Vallarta, Mexico and across the Midwest. These are just a few of our 
plans forward. If you decide to participate, then you will keep all the states that 
you currently occupy. However, Russia will keep Minnesota, and the British will 
hold the original 13 colonies that we have promised back to them. One final item: 
the Chinese have expressed an interest in the Hawaiian Islands - we will move in 
their favor. You have twelve hours to reply to my desk, or we will order more UN 
peacekeepers to overrun your entire country in short order. Peacefully, Blaise 
Florenta.” 

The Crane Lake team, meanwhile is quite busy, with their retreat center— a 
huge success. Servicemen from the Navy and Air Force are very hungry for 
Spiritual teaching and counseling, as war has a way of placing a man on his 
knees. An old Army trench saying speaks volumes, there are no atheists in 
foxholes. Classes are being organized daily on a variety of topics: family, spiritual 
life, addictions, prophecy, and Old and New Testament revues. 

Many of the team over the years, unbeknownst to them, has made certain 
parts of the Bible their expertise. Hal had made the Book of Isaiah a personal life 
study and now holds a class on Tuesday evening on this important prophetic 
book. Others on the Crane Lake team possess other knowledge: Susan 
Hendrilkut had spent many years studying family issues and teaches a class on 
family, Thursday evenings. The mayor himself is a student of apologetics and, 
having more than just a layman’s handle on it, his class is creating much interest 
—it has the best attendance at the retreat center. Mayor King’s teachings are 
attracting many curiosity seekers from across town, too, for his Wednesday 
evening class was moved from a classroom at the retreat center to the 300-seat 


mission sanctuary! Also, the mayor teaches at great length, and takes questions 
for up to an hour following. 

Hal soon goes ahead and starts an online retreat schedule to attract tourists 
from the Alaskan-West Coast mainland to fly out for a few days. The lineup over a 
weekend might include nightly teachings on apologetics from the mayor; special 
music from a newly formed musical group which specializes in gospel bluegrass, 
and an island tour led by Stumpy in his fleet of golf carts. There are several 
points of interest on Stumpy’s Adak Island Tour: the first and oldest church on 
the island, which is also the farthest west church in the United States; Lake 
Andrew, which is a picturesque, pristine fresh water lake; the harbor, with a host 
of merchant ships from all over the world; the shopping mall, an establishment of 
flea markets; and the original naval station, which is a true island landmark, 
complete with a period Cold War jet and artillery piece. There are other old 
World War Two relics on the island, one is an ammunition bunker, and the other 
is a sunken ship at the harbor entrance. Word will soon multiply, as tourists will 
soon travel to Adak to spend weekends at the retreat center from Alaskan cities 
as far east as Anchorage and the capital Juneau. Hal’s bold slogan for his ad 
campaign reads: The Aleutian’s Peaceful Haven of Rest—Join us! 

In a tense meeting with the Joint Chiefs, the POTUS communicates, “We are 
under a serious threat for our existence, and a definitive choice has been given 
us to keep what we have left or face extinction!” 

The chairman of the Joint Chiefs replies, “Yes, Mr. President ... it does look 
like it would be in our best interest to avoid any further loss of life, and to claim 
our gains in California, the Southwest and Florida and grant their wishes. Joining 
the North American Union will still benefit our economy, so let us comply, we 
can’t fight off the Russians, with the whole world in the hands of Blaise Florenta 
—they are not bluffing.” 

The POTUS laments, “I will share your feelings with the rest of my cabinet 
and available members of Congress. My decision will be sent back to you and the 
other Joint Chiefs within eight hours.” Following this somber meeting, messages 
are sent to all the available government decision makers, and they unanimously 
came back with one word: comply. The president then calls an emergency 
meeting with the Joint Chiefs. He walks into the underground bunker with a 
defeated, somber face. 

He speaks, “Gentlemen, I have a word from the top — we must comply — the 
struggle to save our land is over. I will send a message of compliance to Blaise 
Florenta immediately. Is there anything else anyone needs to document before I 
do?” 

The naval admiral of the Joint Chiefs updates, “We are focused on the 
Russians. Our spy satellite shows that they have a foothold on Wales, Alaska and 
are building a road inland to the Yukon River. It can only mean that they will 
move further into the interior and possibly take the rest of the state and the 


Alaskan Peninsula, except for the panhandle, which is separated by ocean. Can 
you find out if they will now stop their aggressions?” 

The POTUS replies, “I will relay that on to Blaise.” Then he whispers, “It 
probably has something to do with the European-Siberian highway scheme that 
will cross Alaska and run down the Alaskan Highway to Minnesota, and south to 
Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. I will make sure that they only build the highway and 
nothing else. We are now aware of the tunnel underneath the Bering Sea that 
will make all of this possible for the UN.” They gaze on with blank faces. 

Once news reports begin to reach the Adak community, many questions come 
up amongst the congregation, who then ask the mission director about the World 
Order and its plans for a North American Union. 

In a call to the mayor, Max suggests, “Will you be able to give the message on 
Sunday? With the latest news reports, many questions have come my way about 
the emerging global government.” 

“Sure thing,” relays Mayor King, “I’ll put something prophecy-related 
together to match the news reports.” 

As Sunday came with speed, the mayor was the center of attention. And as 
Harry is finishing up with the announcements, Mayor King stands at the podium 
and begins to share from his heart. He explains, “I usually teach on apologetics, 
but many years ago I began to study the shape of the emerging global 
government from a Biblical perspective. First, from Revelation 17:12, we know 
that it will be made up of ten regions, since it says that there will be ten kings. 
However, Revelation 13:1 speaks of a Beast, or Antichrist which will have seven 
heads, and ten crowns upon his heads. The book also reveals in Revelation 
chapter seventeen that the Beast will destroy three of these kings, leaving only 
seven. So, there you go ... the world government will initially start out with ten 
regions but will be adjusted down to seven after three kings are removed. I may 
add, that in the process of destroying these three kings, war will rage in these 
regions of the world. So how do we make a balance of these claims in scripture. 
First, what are these proposed ten regions? In our Western Hemisphere, it is to 
be called the North American Union, with Canada, Mexico and the United States. 
Then there will be the landscape of Europe; the Asian sphere; Russia and its old 
satellites; the South American confederacy; India and Pakistan along with 
Indonesia and the island countries; Africa and the Middle East, and Australia 
with New Zealand will fit in to this matrix somewhere. Some of these areas will 
be combined, like Central and South America. 

Another interesting sidebar of the seven heads of Revelation 13, is the 
similarity of the seven secret societies that control the world. What I have found 
with prophecy, sometimes, is that there are interesting dualities or parallels to 
the same verse. What are the seven secret societies, or heads, then? The 
Freemasons, The Illuminati, Skull and Bones, Council on Foreign Relations, The 
Bilderberg Group, The Tri-lateral Commission, and several other possibilities to 


make seven. 

Next, the Antichrist will become the titular head of the UN’s New World 
Government. And where will his capital be? Some scholars believe it will be the 
old capital of Iraq, Babylon. This city will be rebuilt into a modern world capital. 
He will then be available to spend, as the Bible indicates, time sitting on his 
throne in the new temple that will be built next to the Dome of the Rock in 
Jerusalem. Once he gets organized, the UN will set up a world central bank with 
a new financial system and currency. Documentation shows that the currency 
here in the North American Union will be known as the Amero. This will be 
coordinated with currencies in the other world regions, which will compete with 
one another, much in the same way the dollar used to compete with the British 
Pound. However, all competition will be controlled by one unified world 
government. 

As far as policing of its territories, it has two wings: the UN peacekeeping 
force and INTERPOL. The UN peacekeepers have already taken over the East 
Coast states, Minnesota, and now part of Alaska. Fortunately, before agreements 
are made with the UN over control, we managed to take back the Southwestern 
states and Florida. 

From now on, though, everything will be drastically different from anything 
you have ever known. We are entering the birth-pains of the Tribulation period, 
which is spoken of in Matthew chapter twenty-four. The Book of Timothy tells us 
to be sober during this time. Way out here in the westernmost city in the United 
States, and the southernmost city in Alaska, we are generally safe from a lot of 
the evil influences of the emerging World Order. Hopefully, we will be free of any 
Russian control, as they seem to be more interested in a foothold in mainland 
Alaska and have no interest in any development out here - a thousand miles from 
nowhere. As believers, consider yourselves most blessed to be here in one of the 
only safe harbors in the known world. And many of you that are members of the 
Navy or Air Force services, as you leave here for other assignments, take the 
message you have learned in our retreat center and share it with others who are 
looking for answers.” With a nod to Harry, the mayor retires from the stage. 

With a most somber face, Harry steps forward to close with an upbeat prayer, 
“Oh, most powerful God with an arm of power ... shelter us in this place as a 
refuge of your grace. Continue to supply us and those in need with your 
provision that comes through the miracle works of the flow of the Spirit. As 
Habakkuk spoke so clearly to us, ‘work a work’ in our lives today....” 


oe 


Part Five: The Emergence of a Novus Ordo Seclorum 


Across the globe in Babylon, Iraq, another spiritual leader is discussing plans 


with UN representatives. “Now that we have the Americans crushed under our 
power, we will set up our World government with myself, Kazim Yamut, as the 
prime minister. I want to thank Blaise Florenta for his support as we enlarge our 
world network of government, justice and financial systems, as well as making 
the UN army powerful enough to deal with any superpower. We are now stepping 
onto the precipice of the world, and all the other governments will serve us or 
face extinction! And soon, I will take my seat in the Temple at Jerusalem so that 
all the world can worship me!” The Antichrist pauses and looks over the 
assembly. All the members of the UN, including Blaise Florenta, bow in 
agreement, for they know that to not bow before Kazim Yamut could cause an 
immediate military action in their respective countries. 

As the tunnel under the Bering Sea opens officially, news media from many of 
the world’s major outlets film Russian tanks, troop carriers and armor exiting 
onto Alaskan soil. They also show a stockpile of steel support beams they plan to 
use on bridges across Alaska’s terrain, as part of the trans North American 
Union’s highway system, to stretch from the Bering Sea tunnel to Mexico. 
Another field shows hundreds of highway construction vehicles assembled to 
build the planned highway up the banks of the Yukon, connecting it with the 
Alaska-Canadian Highway. 

The POTUS in a special news report to a nationwide television audience 
humbly shares, “Fellow citizens of the North American Union, what was once the 
United States of America, is now a shadow under the overall control of the 
regional government made up of Canada, the U.S. and Mexico. After all the dust 
settles, we will have a new leader, Kazim Yamut, who will take control of the 
North American Union and other world regions. Presently, what is left of the 
Union will operate as open trade powers, but over time, control will be more 
centralized. A new highway will be built through our three countries to ensure 
the Global Government’s control of trade and security over our land. You will 
begin to operate as world citizens, and under the security of the UN forces, blue- 
helmeted troops from many different countries. To ensure your safety, please 
comply with any of their demands. Our financial systems will also merge with 
Canada and Mexico with a new currency called the Amero. Your bank accounts 
will continue to be safe, and all dollar amounts will be automatically converted 
over to the Amero currency. The new capital of the North American Union will be 
Mexico City. God Bless America and be safe.” 


Following the president’s speech, a hologram of Kazim Yamut appears over 
the skies of New York City, just up above the United Nations building. Thousands 
of people fill the streets to observe the phenomena; some are bowing down and 
showing observance to the object, while others are curious of what could be 
causing such an effect in the sky. Deep within the order of the deep state, a 
couple of communications experts adjust the level of light exposure out of their 
holographic machine. 

“Ah, operation Blue Beam is a reality,” one control operator shares to the 
other. 

“Yeah, leave him up for a while till the news outlets get video to show on the 
nightly news reports,” the other returns. 

With the nation’s focus on the hologram, silently, the Chinese fleet off the 
coast of California turns toward the northwest, and steams away in unison 
toward Honolulu. 

The End 
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